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Editorial. 

Once  more  the  Philistine 
bursts  forth  from  its  subterra- 
nean sound-proof  cell  and  makes 
its  bow  to  all  Bryn  Mawr.  Once 
more  it  emerges  from  the  dust 
and  mouldiness  of  its  summer 
domicile  into  the  brisk  invigor- 
ating campus  air;  and,  while 
wondering  vaguely  how  many 
golf-pink  waistcoats  there  are  in 
College  this  year,  whether  or  not 


it  is  possible  to  move  in  polite 
society  without  owning  six  pairs 
of  brass  candlesticks  and  Dante 
Gabriel  Rossetti's  poems,  and, 
too,  while  wondering  many  an- 
other irrelevant  thing,  the  Phil- 
istine extends  a  hearty  greeting 
to  Graduates,  Seniors,  Juniors, 
Sophomores,  Freshmen,  and  all. 
The  graduates  are  always  the 
same,  one  year,  three  years,  five; 
years  seems  only  to  intensify  the 
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same  qualities.  But  with  all  the 
other  classes  there  is  change,  and 
though  the  Philistine  has  burst 
forth  this  way  seven  times  before 
(stupidly  unscientific  that  it  is!), 
it  never  seems  to  put  two  and  two 
together  and  expect  these 
changes.  So  this  year  it  looks 
sadly  about  for  1901.  Every  once 
and  a  while  when  a  black 
gowned,  solemn  eyed  creature 
glides  majestically  towards  Tay- 
lor loaded  down  with  volumes  of 
a  short,  fat,  stumpy-looking  red- 
backed  type  and  others,  too,  of  a 
less  aggressive  but  altogether  un- 
canny aspect,  and  all  the  time 
muttering  to  herself,  "My  words, 
I  must  get  to  my  words!"  the 
Philistine  completely  deceived 
rushes  overjoyed  and  extends  a 
welcome  hand.  But  no,  it  is  not 
1901.  It  is  only  one  of  1902 
masquerading.  1903  also  has 
acquired  strange  new  ways  this 
summer.  Has  it  had  any  great 
sorrow?  For  what  else  could 
soften  the  bold  impudence  of  last 
year,  into  its  present  serene  self- 
content.  1904  on  the  other  hand 
has  grown  surprisingly  bold. 
Quite  unbearably  self-assertive 
in  fact.  What  has  it  done  with 
its  sweet  Freshman  manners  of 
last  year? 

But  who  are  these  others  that 
we  meet  at  every  turn?  That 
occupy  the  tennis  courts,  flock 
to  the  English  Reading  Room, 
and  are  always  walking  up  and 
down  the  stairs  between  room 
D  and  the  Library?  Are  there 
only  one  hundred  and  twenty- 
two  of  them  ?  Five  hundred  and 
twenty-two      the      Philistine 


would  say,  making  a  rough 
guess,  as  it  elbows  its  way 
through  Taylor.  To  be  surd 
1905  is  numerous,  but  what  of  it? 
It  is  certainly  not  aggressive, 
and  the  Philistine  cannot  but 
be  struck  by  its  orderly  well--- 
mannered  bearing.  If  on  closer 
acquaintance  the  good  impres- 
sions thus  far  made  deepen  into 
the  esteem  we  expect  to  feel,  1905 
will  certainly  become  one  of  the 
distinctly  great  classes  of  Bryn 
Mawr.  So  the  Philistine  gives 
a  hearty  three  times  three  for 
1905,  may  it  become  what  it  has 
started  out  to  be. 


For  the  last  three  years  the 
Philistine  has  listened  to  allur- 
ing descriptions  of  the  hockey 
games  in  the  English  women's 
colleges,  and  has  formed  all  sorts 
of  delightful  little  pictures  of  its 
joys.  But  until  now  there  has 
always  been  a  carload  of  cinders, 
two  hundred  and  fifty  seven 
dollars,  or  something  lacking  to 
complete  the  arrangements  for 
the  game  at  Bryn  Mawr.  At 
last,  however,  all  these  little 
wants  have  been  provided  for 
and  we  are  now  not  only  to  have 
our  hockey  field,  but  also  a  real 
English  hockey  player  to  in- 
struct us  in  its  uses. 

The  Philistine  has  never 
played  hockey  on  a  real  hockey 
field,  but  remembers  with  thrills 
those  games  on  the  ice  long  ago, 
when  it  was  a  disgrace  not  to 
have  achieved  at  least  one  black 
eye,  and  when  it  was  happiest  if 
portions  of  its  anatomy  too  un- 
euphonious  in  name  to  be  men- 
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tioned  in  these  pages,  were  made 
to  resemble  maps  of  the  Sahara 
Desert  with  all  the  oases  done  in 
purple  and  blue.  When  the 
Philistine  remembers,  too,  that 
one,  gloriously  delicious  occa- 
sion on  which  it  fainted  and  only 
came  back  to  consciousness  after 
two  rusty  tomato  cans  full  of  icy 
water  were  poured  over  its  un- 
suspecting face,  and  when  it  re- 
members that  this  and  the  inter- 
estingly tottering  consequent 
condition  in  which  it  was  helped 
home  to  bed  were  due  to  hockey, 
how  can  the  prospects  of  hockey 
at  Bryn  Mawr  produce  anything 
but  feelings  of  the  wildest  joy? 

The  Philsitine  does  not  wish, 
however,  to  insinuate  anything. 
For  of  course  its  experiences  deal 
solely  with  hockey  on  the  ice, 
and  plain  ordinary  skating  often 
has  just  as  disastrous  results. 
But  there  are  resemblances  be- 
tween this  and  the  English  game, 
and  since  with  increasing  years 
we  lose  a  few  of  our  savage  in- 
stincts, and  among  other  things 
cease  our  aspirations  to  become 
tattooed  ladies,  the  Philistine 
would  merely  like  to  suggest  that 
in  view  of  the  enthusiasm  for 
hockey  that  is  surging  through 
Bryn  Mawr,  it  might  be  profit- 
able for  some  of  the  Seniors  to 
leave  their  shoe-blacking,  kettle- 
polishing,  and  turn-over  making, 
and  put  all  their  inventive  genius 
on  to  the  formation  of  a  suitable 
hockey  armor.  This,  however, 
is  only  a  suggestion,  and  in  the 
meantime  the  Philistine  long- 
ingly awaits  the  arrival  of  the 
English  hockey  player. 


College  Notes. 

One  hundred  and  twenty-four 
matriculated  students  and  three 
hearers  entered  this  fall. 

The  Class  of  1905  consists  of 
122  students,  not  counting  the 
hearers.  Average  age,  19  years 
3  months ;  medium  age,  18  years 
7  months.  Number  of  schools 
represented,  57. 

All  who  have  not  been  vacci- 
nated or  whose  vaccination  was 
not  successful  within  the  last  six 
months  must  be  revaccinated  at 
once. 

The  following  changes  have 
been  made  in  the  Faculty: 

In  the  Department  of  Political 
Science,  Dr.  Johnson.  In  the  De- 
partment of  Latin,  Dr.  Edmiston. 
In  the  Department  of  Chemistry, 
Dr.  Horn.  In  the  Department  of 
Greek,  Dr.  Burrage.  In  the  De- 
partment of  Early  English,  Mr. 
Gerould. 

The  Vaux  woods  have  been 
reopened  to  students,  but  visitors 
are  requested  to  keep  to  the 
roads  through  the  woods. 

The  following  changes  have 
been  made  in  the  omnibus  rates : 
Tickets,  8  for  50  cents.  Those 
riding  without  tickets,  10  cents 
in  the  day  time;  20  cents  in  the 
evening. 

The  archzeological  department 
has  received  a  gift  of  $1,000  from 
Miss  Clark,  which  has  been  spent 
by  Mr.  Hoppin  on  coins  and 
other  specimens. 

Miss  Thomas'  hours  for  inter- 
viewing the  students  this  year  are 
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as  follows :  At  the  Deanery — 
Wednesdays,  4  to  6;  Mondays, 
12  to  12.30.  In  her  office — Tues- 
days, 11  to  12;  Thursdays,  10  to 
11 ;  Fridays,  9  to  10. 

November  22  has  been  ap- 
pointed the  date  of  the  Autumn 
College  Reception. 

The  earth  courts  behind  Rad- 
nor are  to  be  changed  into  a 
hockey  field.  Miss  Appleby,  an 
English  player,  will  give  lessons 
to  those  who  wish  to  learn  the 
game.  Sticks  can  be  ordered 
from  Dr.  Smith  at  $2.00. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Music  Com- 
mittee offers  five  concerts  this 
year,  to  be  given  in  the  Chapel. 
Course  tickets,  $5.00. 

The  managers  of  the  Kneisel 
Quartette  offer  special  terms  to 
students  who  wish  course  tickets 
for  a  series  of  concerts  to  be 
given  in  Witherspoon  Hall,  Phil- 
adelphia, on  November  11,  De- 
cember 16,  February  24,  and 
March  24.  By  registering  at 
the  Bursar's  office  students  will 
obtain  a  "Student's  ticket"  on 
presentation  of  which  they  can 
secure  a  course  ticket  for  $2.50 
instead  of  the  usual  $6.00. 

It  is  planned  to  have  hot  lunch- 
eon served  in  the  gymnasium 
from  twelve  to  two  for  the  con- 
venience of  the  non-residents. 


Philistine  contributions  may 
be  dropped  into  the  box  marked 
The  Fortnightly  Philistine, 
which  has  been  placed  in  the 
Library. 


At  the  Breakfast  Table. 

Enter  Moody  Senior,  note- 
book in  hand. 

Moody  Senior  (with  a  sigh  of 
relief). — No  one  here.  That's 
fortunate.  I  can  glance  over 
these  notes  in  peace,  (to  the 
maid.)  Just  a  poached  egg 
and  coffee,  please,  as  usual.  Oh, 
no!  Please  don't  put  that  oat- 
meal here.  I  never  eat  it.  Now 
let  me  see.  (Reading  from 
notes.)  "Spinoza's  philosophy 
summed  up  in  famous  words, 
"Cogito,  ergo  sum.'  "  (Pausing 
thoughtfully,  Spinoza's?  Why, 
that's  queer,  something  must  be 
wrong.  I  do  wish  Frances  would 
try  to  take  better  notes. 

(Enter  Frivolous  Junior,  In- 
tellectual Sophomore,  and  Incon- 
sequential  Freshman.) 

Senior  (inhospitably,  looking 
at  clock). — How  early  you  all 
are  this  morning.  You  needn't 
have  come  in  for  four  minutes 
yet. 

Junior  (kindly). — Ah  well, 
you  see,  we  all  had  a  suspicion 
you  might  be  here,  and  we 
couldn't  keep  away. 

Freshman  (respectfully  to 
Senior). — May  I  sit  by  you,  Miss 
Taylor  ? 

Senior. — Why  I'm  sure  I  don't 
care.  ( Turns  leaves  of  her  note- 
book despairingly. ) 

Freshman  (to  Junior,  using 
first  name  shyly,  but  joyously) . — 
Oh,  P — Penelope,  the  entertain- 
ment last  night  was  just  lovely. 
I  had  a  heavenly  time. 

Senior  (disagreeably) . — 
Humph!  Was  the  ice  cream  as 
good  as  all  that? 
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Freshman  (scorning  the  in- 
sinuation).— I  don't  mean  the 
ice  cream.  I  mean  the  acting 
and  the  scenery  and  the  lovely 
way  Penelope  treated  me. 

Junior  (seemingly  troubled). 
— Dear  me.  I'm  sorry  you  didn't 
like  the  refreshments.  We 
tried 

Freshman  (in  great  distress). 
—Oh,  but  I  did.  Indeed  I  did. 
I  never  tasted  anything  half  so 
good. 

Senior  (grumbling  sotto  voce 
into  her  coffee  cup). — Good 
heavens !  Was  I  ever  like  that  ? 

Freshman. — I  beg  your  par- 
don, Miss  Taylor,  did  you  say 
anything  ? 

Senior. — Nothing  of  conse- 
quence. I  merely  propounded  a 
problem  to  myself. 

Freshman. — Oh,  please  tell  it 
to  me.     I  love  problems. 

Senior  (looking  into  her  plate 
and  finding  inspiration). — I  was 
asking  myself  what  is  the  differ- 
ence between  a  poached  egg  and 
an  egg  poached.  Now  don't  let 
the  question  worry  you  too  much. 

Freshman  (rushing  headlong 
to  destruction). — You  look  tired, 
this  morning,  Miss  Taylor.  I'm 
afraid  we  made  a  lot  of  noise 
above  you  last  night  and  kept  you 
awake.     Did  we? 

Senior  (with  vicious  empha- 
sis).— Oh,  no  indeed.  You 
didn't  in  the  least  disturb  me. 
When  I  was  a  baby,  my  nurse 
used  to  lull  me  to  sleep  by  driv- 
ing nails  into  my  cradle. 

Freshman. — How  strange! 
I'm  glad  you  didn't  mind.  You 
see,  it  happened  to  strike  Mary 


that  our  Harvard  banner  would 
look  like  a  dream  of  beauty 
tacked  up  over  the  mantel-piece, 
so  we  just  had  to  get  up  and  try 
it. 

(Senior  is  too  deeply  moved 
for  words.) 

Sophomore  ( with  repressed 
air  of  excitement). — I  wrote  a 
poem  last  night.  Would  you  all 
like  to  hear  it?  I've  got  it  with 
me.  It  was  inspired  by  a  phrase 
of  Madame  de  Sevignes  that  I 
heard  the  other  day. 

Junior  and  Freshman  (enthu- 
siastically).— Do  read  it. 

Senior    (coolly). — Yes,    do. 

Sophomore  (reading). — 

"Une  feuille  qui  chante," 
An  autumn  leaf  that  the  breezes 
tossed 
Murmured  a  song  to  the  care- 
less  day, 
And  its  voice  was  an  echo  of  gay 
delight, 
As   it   chanted   of  youth   and 
May. 

Then  it  sang  of  the  summer,  and 
long  bright  days, 
Sweet  with  the  scent  of  the 
full-blown  rose; 
And  the  strain,  with  its  burden 
of  hope  fulfilled, 
Was  the  spirit  of  calm  repose. 

But  the  measure  changed  to  a 
sad  regret, 
A  sad  regret,   and  a  longing 
blent, 
For  the  Past  that  would  never 
return  again, 
And  the  days  of  a  vain  life 
spent. 
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Then  the  breezes  sank;  and  the 
leaf's  last  breath, 
As  it  fell  to  earth,  was  a  hymn 
of  death. 

Freshman. — Oh,  how  lovely ! 
Did  you  ever  hear  anything  so 
lovely  ? 

Senior  (dryly). — No,  never, 
absolutely  never.  I  used  to  think 
rather  well  of  the  "Ode  on  Im- 
mortality" and  the  "Hymn  to 
Mont  Blanc,"  and  a  few  other 
such  poetic  trifles,  but  now  I  see 
them  in  their  true  light. 

Junior  (hastily,  seeing  fire  in 
the  Sophomore's  eye). — Once, 
when  I  was  youthful,  I  made  a 
poem.  I  called  it,  if  I  remember 
rightly — and  how  could  I  forget  ? 
— "My  Fancy's  Noblest  Pig- 
cher,"   and  it  ran  thus : 

I  saw  a  pig  with  curly  tail 

Which  down  a  road  did  swin- 
ish plod. 

I  joyed  to  see  its  eyes  so  pale, 
I  joyed  to  see  it  root  the  sod. 

"O  pig,"  I  cried,  "thou  piggie, 
speak." 

The   pig,    he   answered    with    a 
squeak. 

I  cannot  tell  how  sweet  to  me 

This  little  piggie  seemed  to  be. 


— I  wrote  a  poem,  the  other  day. 
It's — it's  to  you,  Penelope. 

Senior  (athirst). — Magnifi- 
cent!    Let  us  hear  it. 

Freshman  (blushing  furi- 
ously).— Oh,  no,  I  couldn't  think 
of  saying  it  to  all  of  you. 

Sophomore  and  Senior  (in 
chorus). — But  you  must,  you 
know.     It's  only  fair. 

(Junior  looks  uncomfortable.) 

Freshman  (at  bay). — You'll 
all  laugh  at  me,  but  I  don't  care 
(repeating  poem). — 

'Twas  some  deep  wisdom  gave 

to  thee  thy  name, 
O    sweet    Penelope,    whom    I 

adore ; 
For    like    Penelope    of    mythic 

fame 
Thou   weavest   subtle   meshes 

o'er  and  o'er. 
But  Greece's  lady  tore  the  web 

at  night, 
Till  in  the  morn  the  thread  all 

loosened  lay; 
While  thou,  thou  weav'st  them 

ev'ry  hour  more  tight, 
Thou  mak'st  them  strong  and 

stronger  day  by  day; 
So  that  my  heart  ensnared  must 

ever  pine, 
Within  the  magic  net  that  doth 

it  firm  entwine. 


( Freshman  looks  doubtful, 
Sophomore  offended.) 

Senior  (beaming  apprecia- 
tively) . — Charming !  Perfectly 
charming!  But  don't  you  think 
it's  a  somewhat  too  transparent 
imitation  of  Wordsworth,  Pene- 
lope? 

Freshman  (timidly  to  Junior). 


(Junior  in  an  agony  of  em- 
barrassment avoids  eye  of  Senior. 
Sophomore  discreetly  retires  be- 
hind napkin.) 

Senior  (after  a  fearful  and 
significant  pause). — Well,  I've 
got  to  go.  After  this,  the  quiz 
won't  seem  so  bad. 

Freshman      (partially     recov- 
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ered). — But  wait  a  minute, 
please.  Aren't  you  going  to  tell 
me  what  is  the  difference  be- 
tween a  poached  egg  and  an  egg 
poached  ? 

Senior  (in  evident  forgetful  - 
ness,  staring  amazedly  at  Fresh- 
man).— Difference  between  a 
poached  egg  and  an  egg 
poached  ?  Why,  what  nonsense ! 
There  isn't  any  difference. 

( Goes  out,  leaving  Freshman 
much  puzzled.  Chapel  bell 
rings.) 

S.  M.,  '02. 


The  College  Settlement. 

With  the  beginning  of  the  year 
the  College  Settlement,  as  well  as 
the  other  organizations,  is  getting 
into  working  order,  and  is  pre- 
paring its  program  for  the  en- 
suing year. 

The  field  of  work  open  to  the 
Bryn  Mawr  Chapter  is  yearly 
growing  larger.  One  of  its  im- 
portant features  is  its  connec- 
tion with  the  Christian  Street 
House  in  Philadelphia.  Miss 
Davies,  the  head  worker,  has 
looked  to  the  Bryn  Mawr  stu- 
dents to  help,  direct  and  take  part 
in  the  Saturday  morning  games 
which  serve  to  keep  the  children, 
too  young  for  regular  class  work, 
in  touch  with  settlement  life. 
This  year  the  need  of  active,  per- 
sonal assistance  is  more  than  ever 
urgent,  as  Miss  Davies  is  very 
anxious  to  start,  in  connection 
with  the  Saturday  morning 
games,  a  gymnasium  for  the  boys. 
If  the  work  is  kept  up  through 


the  year  in  the  small  room  in  the 
basement  and  with  poor  appara- 
tus, much  will  have  been  done  to 
convince  people  outside  of  the 
necessity  of  a  large  and  well- 
equipped  gymnasium.  The  suc- 
cess of  the  undertaking  depends 
largely  on  the  aid  Bryn  Mawr  can 
give.  We  can  make  it  possible 
for  Miss  Davies  to  answer  in  the 
affirmative  the  boys'  constant 
question,  "Ain't  there  no  place  to 
do  tricks  ?" 

Another  feature  of  the  settle- 
ment work  is  the  Economic  Club. 
This  will  hold  monthly  meetings, 
at  which  practical  economic  ques- 
tions will  be  discussed.  We  hope 
that  there  will  be  much  interest 
taken  in  this  side  of  the  work. 

Hitherto  Bryn  Mawr  has 
heartily  co-operated  in  the  settle- 
ment activities.  This  year  we 
urge  that  the  incoming  class  join 
the  other  classes  in  their  intelli- 
gent and  enthusiastic  support  of 
the  College  Settlement  Associa- 
tion. 

Cornelia  Campbell,  '02, 
Vice-Elector. 


"  Every  Man  His  Own  Way."1 

Mr.  Wm.  D.  Howells  has  said 
of  Miss  Edith  Wyatt's  book  en- 
titled, "Every  Man  His  Own 
Way:" 

"The  talent  shown  in  it  is  of 
as  fine  promise  as  any  which  has 
yet  originated  with  us,  and  the 
performance  rightly  ranks  the 
author   with   the   group   of   ex- 

1  See  Alumnse  Notes,  '  96. 
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quisite  New  England  artists  best 
known  to  us  from  the  names  of 
Miss  Jewett,  Miss  Wilkins  and 
Miss  Alice  Brown."  High  praise 
certainly  to  bestow  on  so  young 
an  authoress,  but  praise  that  is 
merited  as  I  think  all  who  have 
read  the  book  will  admit.  This 
very  artistic  little  volume  con- 
tains sketches  of  Chicago  life, 
tales  of  commonplace  people,  liv- 
ing what  would  usually  be  called 
vulgar  lives.  This  term,  how- 
ever, one  hesitates  to  use  after 
reading  the  book,  for  with  her 
"demure  humor,"  and  great  sym- 
pathy and  charity,  Miss  Wyatt 
clothes  the  commonplace  ex- 
istence of  her  characters  with 
"an  inner  meaning  of  poetry  and 
romance." 

The  humor  of  the  book  is  its 
most  peculiar  and  unique  ele- 
ment. Nowhere  is  there  a  con- 
scious effort  to  amuse.  There 
are  no  wild  exaggerations,  no 
falsifications  and  perversions  of 
nature  that  often  form  the  basis 
of  humor.  It  is  the  unexpected 
justness,  the  keen  observations 
and  startling  truths  of  the  book 
that  please.  Miss  Wyatt  has  no- 
where sacrificed  truth  to  satire; 
and  when  satirical,  her  attitude 
is  always  friendly  and  leaves  no 
uncomfortable  impression.  She 
has  remembered  that  "Fun  is  a 
good  thing  only  when  it  spoils 
nothing  better."  One  is  always 
conscious  that  her  friendship  has 
caused  her  to  lay  on  the  satire 
almost  regretfully,  and  that 
while  she  does  not  flinch  in  de- 
picting amusing  weaknesses  and 


follies,  her  intention  is  always 
amicable.  A  description  from 
"Trade  Winds"  is  very  charac- 
teristic of  Miss  Wyatt's  humour. 

"They  liked  to  roll  up  parcels 
briskly,  pulling  string  from  an  iron 
case,  and  tying  it  neatly  before  a 
watching  customer;  and  Will  showed 
the  same  pleasure  in  attitude  and  dis- 
tinction of  bearing  that  certain  actors 
show  in  handing  ladies  off  the  stage, 
when  he  adroitly  gathered  up  the 
folds  of  a  piece  of  cloth  to  catch  the 
light,  and  remarked,  'Here's  a  tasty 
thing  in  lawn,  lady,'  as  he  raised  his 
chin,  and  gazed  delicately  out  of  the 
window,  in  order  not  to  embarrass 
the  choice  of  the  awed  customer." 

And  again  in  "A  Matter  of 
Taste : 


"Around  the  corner  .  .  .  there 
lived  a  young  German  couple. 

"These  were  a  Mr.  Sigurd  Bhaer, 
a  flute-player,  and  his  wife,  Ottilie. 
.  .  .  .  After  supper,  he  and  Ot- 
tilie would  sit  out  over  the  street,  on 
an  iron  balcony,  so  small  that  they 
were  obliged  to  put  the  flower  pots 
in  when  they  went  out.  Here  they 
would  watch  the  street  cars  or  the 
passersby.  .  .  .  Sometimes  Si- 
gurd read  aloud  'Wallenstein,'  or  his 
favorite  poem,  'Der  Taucher.'  As  Ot- 
tilie sat  beside  him,  open-eyed  and 
sympathetic  in  the  excitement  of  the 
narrative,  he  would  lean  fiercely  for- 
ward from  the  edge  of  his  chair,  oc- 
casionally glaring  with  dramatic  fer- 
vor, and  almost  bursting,  as  he 
hissed :  'Und  es  wallet,  und  siedet, 
und  brauset,  und  zischt.' 

"Ottilie  and  Sigurd  played  together 
on  the  flute  and  piano,  and  sang  duets, 
not  particularly  well,  but  with  the 
greatest  enjoyment." 

Often     the     humor     becomes 
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deeper,   and  the  satire  becomes 
pathos,  as  in  "A  Paradox. 

"Mrs.  Holley  sat  down  in  one  of 
the  cane  rocking  chairs  and  began  to 
rock  gently,  pushing  herself  with 
both  feet.  'It  used  t'  annoy  Mr.  Hol- 
ley t'  have  Ada  bark  while  I  was 
playing  and  singing,  'specially  if  the 
cars  happened  t'  pass  at  the  same 
time.  Do  you  know,  that  niece  al- 
ways makes  me  think  of  Mr.  Aller- 
ton. 

"  'He  came  from  Georgia  .  .  . 
Why,  I  guess  a  better  man  than  Mr. 
Allerton  never  lived.  Yes,  he  was  a 
good  friend  to  me.  ...  I  never 
speak  much  about  him,  but  I  often 
think  of  him ;  he  was  such  a  good 
man.'  Mrs.  Holley  went  to  the  table 
and  opened  an  album  to  a  picture 
Elsie  had  often  noticed  before  from 
its  faint  likeness  to  Poe. 

"  'There  he  is,'  she  said.  'It's  a 
good  picture,  too.  I'm  s'  glad  t'  have 
it.' 

"The  picture,  an  old  card  photo- 
graph, showed  ...  a  young  man 
in  military  dress,  plainly  a  gentleman, 
and  as  plainly  a  Southerner.  He  had 
a  good  mouth,  a  very  fine,  high  brow 
.  .  .  and  an  expression  of  grave 
courage. 

"  'There  was  insanity  in  the  family. 
His  mother  went  insane;  and  his 
brother  went  insane ;  and  Mr.  Aller- 
ton took  all  care  of  them  both  for 
years,  just  as  if  they  were  children. 
His  mother  made  him  promise  when 
he  was  a  little  boy  that  he  wouldn't 
ever  let  any  one  else  take  care  of  her. 
So  he  never  did.  .  .  He  was  so  de- 
voted to  that  mother  and  brother — 
not  that  they  was  very  much,  I 
thought,  when  they  was  all  right. 
But  it  was  jist  he  had  such  a  splendid 
feeling  for  his  family.  .  .  .  May- 
be you  can  hardly  believe  it,  when  I'm 
so  different  from  him.  Of  course,  I 
know  that — and  looking  different 
now,  too,  from  when  I  was  twenty. 
But — he  loved  me.  .  .  .  He  even 
spoke  to  me  about  it.     He  told   me 


that  he  wanted  me  to  know  that  if  he 
could  ever  help  me  in  any  way  I 
must  ask  him.  .  .  .  He  knew  I 
would  marry  and  he  talked  to  me 
about  that.  He  wanted  me  to  be  cer- 
tain to  marry  a  good  man. 

"  'He  was  insane  for  two  years  be- 
fore he  died.  .  .  But  he  had  put 
by  enough  to  have  the  mother  and 
brother  taken  care  of.  .  .  .  Oh,  I 
wish  you  could  have  seen  him.  He 
enjoyed  lots  of  things,  and  he  liked 
poetry  so  much.  Sometimes  he's 
read  it  aloud  to  me,  and  I  couldn't 
understand  a  word  he  read.  But  I 
don't  know — he  would  think  it  was 
so  splendid,  it  would  make  me  nearly 
cry  to  hear  him.'  " 


Neither  the  humor  nor  the 
pathos  can  be  surpassed  in  deli- 
cacy; as  the  former  makes  one 
smile,  not  laugh,  the  latter 
plunges  one  into  pleasurable  pen- 
siveness  rather  than  into  melan- 
choly. 

So  against  a  prosaic  back- 
ground, Miss  Wyatt  paints  her 
types  of  everyday,  common- 
place Chicago  life  with  strokes 
of  beauty,  seriousness  and  hu- 
mor. Their  vulgarity  does  not 
disgust  us,  we  look  at  their  pre- 
judices with  indulgence  and  good 
natured  amusement.  "Whoever 
is  worthy  to  read  the  book  will 
love  it,  and  will  wish  to 
read  it  again.  .  .  .  There 
is  something  precious  in  the 
real  thing,  in  a  sense  of  the 
value  of  all  life  and  the  art  to 
express  that  sense  beautifully. 
.  .  .  The  elect  will  know  at 
once  .  .  .  that  here  in  this 
little  book  is  something  which 
time  will  be  rather  careful  of." 
G.  L.  J.,  'oo. 
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The    Pan-American    Exposi- 
tion. 

Those  of  us  who  remember  the 
Midway  Plaisance  at  Buffalo  or 
the  World's  Fair,  were  strongly 
reminded  of  it  last  Friday  night 
on  entering  the  Gymnasium  when 
we  found  ourselves  at  the  Pan- 
American  Exposition  and  on  the 
Midway  itself.  Perhaps  the 
Chinese  theatre  resembled  its 
original  most  closely — the  charm- 
ing Chinese  lady  spinning  about 
on  her  toes,  while  her  many  ad- 
mirers apparently  tried  to  chop 
off  her  head,  seemed  quite  as  in- 
explicable and  delightfully  mys- 
terious as  could  have  any  bona 
fide  Chinese  play.  The  naive  lady 
to  my  right,  who  upon  being 
shown  the  sign  "Cook's  Guides," 
looked  eagerly  at  the  white- 
capped  girls  bustling  about  below 
and  remarked,  "'But  they  are  not 
cooking-  anything/'  called  my  at- 
tention from  the  allurements  of 
the  Chinese  theatre  to  the  more 
dashing  charms  of  the  gymna- 
sium proper.  Here  was  a  scene 
of  motion  and  color.  Groups  of 
girls  hurried  breathlessly  after 
guides  who  displayed  with  tact 
and  volubility  the  beauties  of  the 
menagerie,  the  incubators,  the 
African  village  and  the  Chamber 
of  Horrors. 


Stripe-shirted  porters  hur- 
riedly wheeled  passengers  among 
the  crowd,  having  hair-breadth 
escapes  on  every  possible  occa- 
sion. Cook's  guides  chased 
madly  after  stray  members  of  the 
African  village,  belaboring  them 
with  their  wooden  spoons,  while 
the  Freshmen  were  alternately 
diverted  and  terrified  by  the  start- 
ling rushes  of  the  wild  animals. 
And  above  all  the  animals  roared, 
the  Indians  whooped  and  every- 
body talked  and  laughed  and 
screamed  and  shouted.  But  un- 
doubtedly the  centre  of  attraction 
was  the  camel — was  ever  such  a 
camel  seen  by  land  or  sea?  It 
would  take  Kipling  to  describe 
him  and  Rosa  Bonheur  to  paint 
him.  Not  one — but  two  humps  ! 
There  was  no  mistaking  him — a 
real  live  humping  camel — and 
the  matter  scarcely  needed  to  be 
clinched  by  the  fact  that  he  would 
actually  take  people  to  ride. 

After  the  agitation  of  these 
surprises  the  Freshmen  were  es- 
corted in  small  parties  to  Alt 
Murnburg  and  there  regaled  on 
ice  cream  and  cake  to  the  tune 
of  '"The  Watch  on  the  Rhine" — 
thereby  being  sufficiently  soothed 
for  what  was  still  to  come. 

Shortly  after  nine  o'clock  the 
curtain  rose  upon  the  tableau 
which  was  the  real  event  of  the 
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evening.  There  was  an  appre- 
ciative hush  as  the  curtain  went 
up  and  displayed  the  living  repre- 
sentation of  the  Pan-American 
poster.  The  green  shimmering 
water,  the  graceful  pose  and  sim- 
ple, quiet  lines  came  out  strongly 
in  the  reflected  light.  Miss  Die- 
trich is  to  be  congratulated  on 
her  successful  imitation  of  the 
original.  One  could  only  regret 
that  the  glimpse  was  so  short. 
When  the  curtain  rose  again,  this 
time  displaying  in  addition  a 
large  red  flag  with  the  numerals 
1905,  the  cheering  began  in  earn- 
est. Miss  Le  Fevre  accepted  the 
flag  in  the  name  of  her  class,  say- 
ing that  she  hoped  the  Class  of 
1905  would  follow  the  example 
which  "1901  had  left  them  and 
which  1903  had  set  them."  After 
the  presentation  of  the  flag,  the 
evening  closed  with  the  usual 
singing  and  cheering — 1905 
showing  plainly  their  apprecia- 
tion of  the  bright  entertainment 
and  the  good  feeling  already  ex- 
isting between  them  and  their 
hospitable  Juniors,  the  Class  of 
1903. 

M.  C.  B.,  '02. 


Fair  Bryn  Mawr  ! 

I. 

Wherever  our  wandering  foot- 
steps may  rove, 

Our  hearts  we  surrender  to  thee. 

Kind  nurse  of  our  youth,  loved 
hearth   of  our   age, 

We  return  to  thy  glad  jubilee ! 

Wellspring  of  our  youth,  from 
thy  fountain  serene 


We  have  drunk  the  quickening 
stream. 

Thou  hast  given  us  strength  to 
love  wisdom  and  right, 

Hast  inspired  our  new  life's  no- 
bler dream. 


II. 

Bryn  Mawr !  thy  calm  precincts 
reach  the  voice 
Of  the  years  that  are  vanished 
before, 
The  friends,  the  joys,  holy  pas- 
sion for  truth, 
Benedictions    unnumbered    of 
yore. 
Around  thy  dear  halls  fond  mem- 
ory clings, 
As  hearts  cling  to  the  scene  of 
their  birth, 
Thy    deepening   shades     breathe 
a  beauty  more  rare 
Than  embowers  less  hallowed 
earth. 

III. 

As  shadows  of  time  pass  across 
thy  fair  face, 
May  thy  beauty  new  radiance 
wear; 
Thy  daughters  still  cling  to  the 
shrine  where  our  youth 
Was  girded  with  hopes  bright 
and  fair! 
Thy  memory  deepen  life's  stream 
as  it  flows, 
Ever  on  till  it  crosses  the  bar. 
Undimmed  be  thy  future  !    Gen- 
erations to  come 
Shall   bless   thee,   our  mother 
Bryn  Mawr. 

Dr.  Smyth, 

Alumnae  Banquet, 

June  6,  1901. 
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Alumnae  Notes. 

'89. 

Alice  Anthony  is  warden  of 
Denbigh  Hall. 

Anna  Rhoads  Ladd  will  spend 
this  winter  in  Chicago.  Mr.  Ladd 
has  been  granted  leave  of  absence 
for  one  year  from  Haverford 
College  that  he  may  study  in  the 
University  of  Chicago. 

'92. 
Elizabeth  Winsor  Pearson  lost 
her  daughter,  Ann,  aged  one  and 
a  half  vears,  in  August. 

'93- 

Clarissa  Worcester  Smith  was 
married  in  June,  in  Emmanuel 
Church,  Boston,  to  Mr.  John 
Dey,  of  Glasgow.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Dey  went  to  Scotland  on  their 
wedding  journey  and  will  spend 
the  winter  in  Syracuse,  N.  Y. 

Eliza  Adams  Lewis  was  abroad 
last  summer  and  visited  the  Col- 
lege in  October  on  her  way  home. 

Blanche  Follansbee  Caldwell 
has  a  son,  George,  born  July  8. 

Susan  Grimes  Walker  was 
married  in  July  to  Mr.  Richard 
G.  Fitzgerald,  of  New  York. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fitzgerald  are  now 
living  in  the  University  Settle- 
ment, New  York. 

Ruth  Emerson  was  married  on 


June  15  to  Mr.  Henry  Fletcher. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fletcher  are  living 
in  London,  England. 

Mary  Hill  was  married  in  July, 
at  Mackinac,  to  Mr.  Gerard 
Swope,  of  St.  Louis. 

Rebecca  Mattson  has  an- 
nounced her  engagement  to  Mr. 
Philip  Darlington,  of  Newark. 

Ida  Ogilvie  spent  the  summer 
in  the  Adirondacks,  working  on 
the  geological  survey. 

Edith  Wyatt  published  last 
April  a  book  of  stories  and 
sketches  entitled,  "Every  One 
His  Own  Way."  Some  of  the 
sketches  had  appeared  before  in 
McClure's  Magazine. 

Abbe  Dimon  is  warden  of 
Radnor  Hall  and  is  studying 
Politics. 

'97- 

On  October  7,  Mary  Peckham 
was  married  to  Mr.  Josiah  T. 
Tubby,  Jr.  The  ceremony  was 
performed  at  noon,  at  the  Con- 
gregational Church,  in  Westfield, 
N.  J.  Laura  Peckham,  '99,  was 
maid  of  honor ;  Gertrude  Frost, 
'97,  and  Fannie  Sinclair,  '01, 
were  bridesmaids.  A  number  of 
Bryn  Mawr  girls  attended  the 
wedding. 

The  engagement  is  announced 
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of  Clara  Warren  Vail    to    Mr. 

Henry  Brooks,  New  York  City. 

'98. 

Martha  Tracy,  who  is  study- 
ing at  the  Woman's  Medical  Col- 
lege of  Pennsylvania,  has  re- 
cently published  a  collection  of 
nonsense  rhymes  under  the  title, 
"Ye  Medical  Student's  Primer." 

Lila     Stoughton     is     teaching 
Mathematics  at  Rosemary  Hall, 
Greenwich,  Conn. 
'99. 

Laura  Peckham  announced  her 
engagement  to  Mr.  E.  Waring, 
of  New  York,  on  October  6. 

Mary  Norcross  is  Junior  Bur- 
sar. 

Evelyn  Walker  sailed  for  Eu- 
rope in  July,  to  be  gone  two 
years.  Ethel  Hooper  will  join 
her  in  November. 

Elizabeth  Holstein  was  mar- 
ried on  July  15,  in  Wolfe  City, 
Texas,  to  Mr.  Edgar  Bucking- 
ham, formerly  professor  of  phys- 
ics at  Bryn  Mawr  College.  Mr. 
Buckingham  has  an  appointment 
in  the  Physics  Department  of  the 
University  of  Wisconsin,  Madi- 
son, Wis. 

Graduates. 

Harriet  Reitze  has  announced 
her  engagement  to  Professor 
Coney,  of  Princeton  University. 
'00. 

Constance  Rulison  is  warden  of 
Pembroke  West. 

Lois  Farnham  is  Fellow  in  Po- 
litical Economy. 

Edith  Goodell  is  studying  in 
Bryn  Mawr  again. 

Elizabeth  Griffin  is  teaching  in 
West  Chester. 

Helen  Hodge  is    teaching    at 


Miss  Irwin's  in  Philadelphia,  and 
gives  lessons  in  Germantown. 
She  is  pursuing  graduate  study 
in  History  in  Bryn  Mawr. 

Margaretta  Morris  is  a  non- 
resident graduate  student  in  Pol- 
itics. 

Helena  Emerson  studied  Biol- 
ogy at  Wood's  Holl  this  summer. 

Helen  McKeen  sailed  for  Eu- 
rope in  July  for  an  absence  of 
two  years.  She  is  now  studying 
Roman  Law  in  Berlin. 

Elizabeth  Perkins,  '00  Euro- 
pean Fellow,  is  studying  Philol- 
ogy   in    Berlin. 

Susan  Dewees  is  teaching  in 
the  Haverford  Primary  School. 

Grace  Latimer  Jones  is  a  Phil- 
osophy scholar  in  Bryn  Mawr. 

Fanny  Weble  was  married  on 
June  19  to  Mr.  Karl  Hendrick  de 
Haas  and  is  now  living  in  Rotter- 
dam. 

Edna  W.  Warkentin  was  mar- 
ried October  10  to  Mr.  Maurice 
L.  Alden,  of  Kansas  City.  Lotta 
Emery  was  one  of  the  brides- 
maids. 

'01. 

Eugenia  Fowler  is  warden  of 
the  new  hall,  Llanberis,  and  is 
doing  graduate  work  in  Philos- 
ophy and  Physics. 

Ellen  Ellis  is  studying  Politics 
and  History,  preparatory  to  her 
year  abroad. 

Jeanie  Howard  is  teaching  at 
the  Misses  Shipley's  School. 

Edith  Edwards  is  doing  grad- 
uate work  in  Spanish  and  Juris- 
prudence in  Bryn  Mawr. 

Elizabeth  White  is  studying 
Anglo-Saxon  and  Sixteenth  Cen- 
tury English  at  Columbia  Uni- 
versity. 
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Freshman  Rhymes. 
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I. 

My  study  is  my  dear  delight, 
I  deck  it  out  in  colors  bright, 

Which  do  not  match  in  any  way ; 
But  then  in  time  I  think  they  may. 


II. 

I  love  to  wash  my  dishes ; 

They  make  a  pretty  tune. 
Sometimes  I  drop  them  on  the  floor; 

I  won't  have  any  soon. 
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III. 

I  think  Bryn  Mawr's  a  lovely  place ; 

The  people  are  so  very  kind. 
I  didn't  go  to  class  one  day, 

And  teacher  never  seemed  to  mind. 


IV. 

I  have  a  Junior  friend,  and  she 
Is  very,  very  fond  of  me. 

She  borrows  all  I've  got  to  lend. 
It's  nice  to  have  a  Junior  friend. 


S.  M.,  '02. 


i6 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.   Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


go2  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  SAMUEL 


Formerly  of 
1529  Chestnut  St. 


announces  her  removal  to 

1623  Chestnut 

and  is  now  ready  with  a 
fall  assortment  of  V    V 

French  Models 

Hats,  Bonnets  and  Toques, 
Neck   Ruffs   and  Veilings 

New  Department  in  charge  of  MR.  H.  LEVY,  formerly 
with  Madame  Nash 

Ladies'     Tailor-made     Gowns,     Riding 
Habits,  Evening  Wraps     •.•     .-.     '.'     .-. 


Scbrdber  it  Kerr 


X->^9}fe; 


Gowns  fotIi°'Dfa^"'Ialk- 

ing,  Traveling,  Yachting, 
and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 
Sports  and  Pastimes    &  <£  «£*  «£  &  & 


Ladies*  Tailors 


CO 


135  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET . .  . 
Philadelphia 


ALL  GOODS  MADE  ON  THESE  PREMISES 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  Horth.  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORNI&  SON 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of- 


121  North  Ninth  St., 
Phila.,  Pa.,  also  39 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


FURS 


AND 


HATS 

For  Young  Ladies 
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Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     Corrse0s,?c°,"tdJ"ce 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  Hoos« 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery ,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1 21 4  Chestnut  Street 


WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 


and  the 

most  delicious 


Stephen    F.  Whitman  &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 


i8 
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BoOkS  and...... 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  and  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co* 

^sss*—  OPTICIANS 
iOiO  CHESTNUT   STREET 


Charles    W*    Leu 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 


J  24   North  Eleventh   St* 

Philadelphia 

J\cGlee's  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


ICfUPO§  and 


The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

<£      Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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FENNER'S,  Lancaster  Ave. 


127  So.  12th  St. 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

do  you  use 
DOLLARD'S  HBRBAN1UM? 

MODERATE    PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY — =^ 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

tub  Brp  iftawf  PQinucbt 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    All  kinds 
of  Stationery      Prescriptions  a    Specialty. 

GOODS  DELIVERED  PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

eTk,  WILSON  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists  in    Fine    Shoe    Repairing    and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First=Cla88  Hand 
Laundiy,  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

PR1CKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  it  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .-.      V      .'.      v 

Howe-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 


BRINTON  BROS* 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


RESERVED 


RESERVED 


Rvil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3913-49  IWarket  St. 

Philadelphia :::::: 

^PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 

The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 

THE  ROUTE  OF 

The   Pennsylvania 

J      0            0             <    THE    MOST    PERFECT    RAILWAY 
ftTlft^H    TRAIN    OF    THIS    PROGRESSIVE 

RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 

New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 

and  St.  Louis                                = 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every   Home    Comfort 

J.  B.  HUTCHINSON                J.  R.  WOOD 

Gen.  Manager                        Gen.  Pass.  Ag't. 

GEO.  W.  BOYD 

Asst.  Gen.  Pass.  Ag't. 

SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

An  unequaled  combination  of 
comfort  and  economy 


WOMEN'S  CALFSKIN 
BLUCHERS—  Heavy 
Sole,  Extension  Edge     . 

WOJl  EN'S     CALFSKIN 
LACE  BOOT— Dull  Tops, 
Extra   Heavy  Sole,   Ex-* 
tension  Edge     .     .     .     . 


$ 


$ 


5-00 
5.00 


A  fine  assortment  of  Superior  Slippers, 
#3.50  up.  Special  selection  of  orna- 
ments and  trimmings  applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference.  . 
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Editorial. 

With  all  under-classmen 
bursting  with  ill-concealed  pride 
either  at  what  they  have  been,  or 
at  what  they  are  about  to  be  upon 
the  gymnasium  stage,  it  is  im- 
possible for  The  Philistine  to 
restrain  from  dabbling  a  little  in 
dramatic  affairs. 

Even  though  there  are  more 
comfortable  spots  than  the  Gym- 
nasium   Gallery   on    Sophomore 


play  nights,  and  more  refreshing 
attitudes  than  kneeling  on  one's 
knees  on  an  unyielding  hard 
wood  floor,  while  one  leans  over 
the  railing  at  an  angle  that  brings 
one's  head  two  feet  above  the  top 
of  a  distressingly  healthy  pair  of 
gas  burners,  and  supports  on 
one's  unresisting  shoulders  the 
perfectly  relaxed  weight  of  the 
six  by  no  means  feather  weights 
behind    one.      The    Philistine 
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says,  kneeling  on  one  knee,  be- 
cause the  other  has  apparently 
vanished  from  mundane  affairs. 
At  least  so  it  appears  until  one 
rises  with  the  fall  of  the  curtain 
and  finds  one's  self  seemingly  at- 
tached to  a  log  of  wood  that 
thumps  along  after  one,  differing 
from  wood  only  in  the  excruciat- 
ingly curious  little  pricks  and 
twinges  that  it  telegraphs  to 
.'other  portions  of  one's  anatomy. 
'There  is  no  greater  pleasure  than 
a  Sophomore  play.  Even  though 
one  who  is  not  a  front  row  elect 
must  witness  the  Sophomore 
play  under  circumstances  which 
'.  to  the  initiated  might  be  consid- 
ered somewhat  trying,  isn't  the 
gallery  after  all  the  ideal  spot  for 
a  Sophomore  play  ?  And  do  not, 
as  in  the  world  outside,  the  "gal- 
lery gods"  get  the  real  concen- 
trated essence  of  enjoyment  out 
of  it  all?  For  from  this  coin 
d'vantage  one  can  take  in  to 
the  fullest  extent  such  touches 
as  the  dainty  petiteness  of  the 
hero's  hands  and  feet,  the  deli- 
cate intonations  of  passion  in  his 
manly  soprano  voice,  and  the 
with-difhculty-suppressed  trip- 
ping tendencies  of  his  measured 
masculine  stride.  From  the  gal- 
lery one  catches  to  its  utmost  per- 
fection the  agonized  rolling  of 
the  heroine's  eyes  as  she  madly 
clutches,  metaphorically  speak- 
ing, at  lines  that  are  just  outside 
the  region  of  her  memory  and 
finally  with  a  gasp  of  relief  says, 
"Oh,"  yes,  .  .  .  But  sh!  I  hear 
voices  approaching."  (It  wasn't 
her  fault  that  the  stage  manager 
forgot  to  provide  the  approach- 


ing voices.)  From  the  gallery, 
too,  through  an  accidental  crack 
in  the  hangings,  one  can  often 
see  an  obsequious  appearing  foot- 
man, nervously  quaffing  ice 
water,  stiffening  himself  into  ri- 
gidity to  get  his  shattered  nerves 
in  shape  for  his  lines  (to  him 
the  climax  of  the  whole  play), 
"My  Lord,  the  carriage  awaits." 
And  no  one  but  the  gallery  gets 
the  full  effect  of  those  delicious 
occasions  on  which  the  kind,  fat 
old  "Papa"  in  paternal  trepida- 
tion, perhaps  aided  a  little  by 
stage  fright,  makes  an  abrupt 
exit  of  the  fairy  godmother  type, 
and  performs  the  supernatural 
feat  of  being  suddenly  swallowed 
up  in  a  yawning  abyss  that  opens 
up  between  the  Gobelin  tapestry 
and  the  floor,  his  sudden  exit 
so  upsetting  the  equilibrium  of 
one  wall  of  the  room  that  it 
quivers  from  fright  for  quite  five 
minutes,  while  all  its  pictures 
with  bowed  heads,  doubtless 
from  sympathy,  assume  attitudes 
of  prayerful  devotion  that  by  a 
cynic  might  be  termed  intoxi- 
cated angles. 

But  this,  as  every  one  knows, 
does  not  apply  to  "David  Gar- 
rick."  It  is  merely  a  few  little 
gathered  observations  of  Sopho- 
more plays  in  general.  And  now 
that  Bryn  Mawr  has  seen  what 

Mr.  and  the  class  of  1904 

can  do  for  the  stage,  it  awaits 
with  ill  suppressed  longing  the 
happy  moment  when  1905  alone 
and  unassisted  shows  what  it  can 
do  to  elevate  the  Bryn  Mawr 
stage. 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


The  Philistine  wonders  to 
see  the  long  lines  of  people,  both 
faculty  and  students,  that  walk 
unceasingly  from  the  College  to 
the  little  side  door  of  the  house 
near  the  station,  and  from  the 
little  side  door  of  the  house  near 
the  station  back  again  to  the  Col- 
lege. Some  seem  to  take  it  as  a 
great  joke,  this  visit  to  the  house 
near  the  station,  but  others  seem 
anything  but  amused  when  as  a 
result  of  one  visit,  they  develop 
a  deep-seated  love  of  repose,  and 
a  great  distaste  for  any  thing 
rapid  or  violent.  Thus  The 
Philistine  grieves  to  see  tennis, 
basket  ball  and  even  hockey 
growing  quite  unpopular,  and  the 
College  becoming  distinctly  un- 
eventful from  an  athletic  stand- 
point. The  Philistine,  too,  is 
bored  by  the  tone  that  conversa- 
tion has  taken  since  this  sudden 
rise  of  popularity  of  the  house 
near  the  station.  It  never  hears 
anything  new  and  startling  in 
conversations  any  more.  Now 
when  two  or  three  limp  together 
in  the  centre  of  the  campus  it  is 
always  that  interminable,  "Well, 
what  is  yours  doing  now  ?"  The 
Philistine  hopes  that  in  future 
the  College  will  curb  its  desires 
to  visit  the  little  side  door  of  the 
house  near  the  station,  at  least 
if  all  such  visits  are  to  be  fol- 
lowed with  these  uninteresting 
results. 

The  Philistine  congratulates 
1904  on  one  of  the  most  success- 
ful Lantern  presentations  that 
has  ever  been  held  at  Bryn 
Mawr,  and  suggests  that  they 
extend  a  vote  of  thanks  to  1903 


for  so  ably  assisting  them  in  their 
plans.  It  is  delightful  to  see 
even  after  two  years  in  college 
such  refreshing  verdure,  such  ef- 
fervescing vim,  such  exuberant 
youthfulness  combined  with  such 
marvelous  intuition,  and  such  re- 
markable foresight  in  anticipat- 
ing the  every  wish  of  others. 
Thanks  to  1903,  the  possibility 
of  any  awkward  pause  in  pro- 
ceedings on  Tuesday  night  was 
completely  removed.  The  Phil- 
istine also  suggests  that  appro- 
priate tokens  of  gratitude  are  in 
order  from  the  Seniors,  1903 
having  most  thoughtfully  formed 
a  new  precedent  in  order  that 
1902  might  be  saved  the  trouble 
of  taking  the  part  in  this  Lantern 
festivity,  which  has  heretofore 
been  theirs  by  custom.  The 
Philistine  feels  that  we  should 
all  of  us  be  most  grateful  to 
1903,  except  perhaps  the  Fresh- 
men, who  did  after  all  get  their 
Lanterns  from  1904. 


College  Notes. 

Miss  Appleby,  the  English 
hockey  teacher,  was  in  Bryn 
Mawr  from  October  21  to  Octo- 
ber 25  to  teach  the  game.  She 
delivered  an  address  in  the  chapel 
on  Thursday  evening,  October 
24,  on  "Hockey  in  England." 

The  class  elections  of  '02,  '03 
and  '04  resulted  as  follows : 

'02. — President,  Miss  Doug- 
las :  treasurer,  Miss  Boyd ;  secre- 
tary, Miss  Morris. 

'03. — President,  Miss  Diet- 
rich ;  treasurer,  Miss  Winslow ; 
secretary,  Miss  Wallace. 
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'04. —  President,  Miss  Suther- 
land ;  treasurer,  Miss  Curtis ;  sec- 
retary, Miss  Robins. 

Hot  luncheon  is  now  served 
in  the  gymnasium  from  one  to 
two  o'clock,  for  the  non-resi- 
dents. 

President  Thomas  has  been  ab- 
sent from  the  college  for  ten  days, 
attending  the  Yale  centennial. 

The  program  of  the  Music 
Commitee  is  as  follows : 

1.  A  song  recital  by  Miss 
Margaret  Hall,  on  November  18. 

2.  A  violin  recital  by  Miss 
Leonora  Jackson,  assisted  by  Mr. 
Fellows,  tenor,  on  December  12. 

3.  A  recital  by  the  Kneisel 
Quartette,  on  January   13. 

4.  A  recital  by  the  Natzi 
Azzar  Hungarian  Orchestra,  on 
March  3. 

5.  A  song  recital  by  Mr. 
Plunkett  Greene,  on  April  14. 

The  Students'  Building  Fund 
now  in  hand  amounts  to  $10,510. 
$10,000  is  invested  in  the  Phila- 
delphia City  Loan  and  the  re- 
mainder is  in  the  Girard,  and 
Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Companies. 

The  following  amounts  have 
been  received  during  the  sum- 
mer: From  Alumnae  collection, 
$440.50;  sale  of  photographs  of 
the  portrait  of  President 
Thomas,  $65  ;  from  a  member  of 
the  Class  of  '03,  $1,000;  from  a 
member  of  the  Class  of  '03,  per 
Miss  Julia  P.  Smith,  $44.75. 

The  '02  calendar  will  soon  be 
out.  It  is  to  be  sold  for  $1.25, 
as  it  is  much  larger  than  the  '01 
calendar,  but  every  student,  past 
or  present,  may  obtain  one  calen- 
dar for  $1.00. 


Students'  Building  Committee. 
— Mrs.  Charles  M.  Andrews, 
Miss  Martha  G.  Thomas,  Miss 
Harriet  Brooks,  Miss  Edith  T. 
Orlady,  Miss  Anne  M.  Kidder. 


Philistine  contributions  may 
be  dropped  into  the  box  marked 
The  Fortnightly  Philistine, 
which  has  been  placed  in  the 
Library.  ' 

Oh,     World,     Thy     Slippery- 
Turns  ! 

"Good  morning,  Miss  Pene- 
lope." The  Colonel  drew  rein 
in  front  of  the  white  porch.  Miss 
Penelope  set  down  the  peas  she 
was  shelling,  and  with  a  resigned 
expression  of  zvhat,  again!  shook 
out  her  apron,  and  came  primly 
down  the  steps. 

"It's  about  my  pig,"  said  the 
Colonel,  blandly.  Is  it  too 
much,  Miss  Penelope,  to  ask  you 
to  mend  that  hole  in  your  hedge  ? 
My  pig  got  through,  last  night, 
and  I'm  afraid,  injured  some  of 
your  rose  bushes." 

"I  didn't  know  you  had  a  pig," 
said  Miss  Penelope,  sweetly. 
"Did  you  get  him  at  the  County 
Fair,  last  week?" 

The  Colonel  pulled  his  horse 
in,  viciously,  and  remarked :  "My 
pig,  as  I  was  saying,  Miss  Pene- 
lope, continually  escapes  into 
your  place,  and  gives  me  eternal 
bother  hunting  for  him." 

"I  can  sympathize  with  you," 
chirped  Miss  Penelope,  with  her 
head  on  one  side,  "for  Coco,  my 
pig,  you  know,  frequently  wan- 
ders into  your  yard.  I  hope  he 
does  not  annoy  you." 
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"I  tell  you,  madame,  the  pig  is 
mine,"  cried  the  Colonel,  losing 
his  temper. 

"Pardon  me,  Colonel,"  lisped 
the  lady,  "but  I  think  it  is  time 
to  feed  Coco."  She  fluttered 
away,  and  the  Colonel  passed 
down  the  street,  muttering  like 
a  thunder  cloud. 

"The  same  old  story,"  sighed 
Miss  Penelope,  "these  wrangles 
date  back  to  the  Conquest.  And 
the  obstinate  man  pretends  to 
imagine  that  Coco  is  his !  It's 
very  amusing,  however,  and  I 
should  miss  these  daily  excite- 
ments. Poor  dear  Coco,"  she 
sighed  as  she  set  down  his  pan 
of  meal  before  him.  "His  one 
claim  to  leanness  is  his  being  the 
bone  of  contention." 

"Foolish,  ridiculous  woman," 
growled  the  thunder  cloud, 
"she'll  rob  the  bank  next.  How 
like  a  woman.  She  didn't  use 
a  single  argument.  Why  even 
the  animal  knows  his  own  home, 
and  always  comes  to  my  trough. 
'Egad!  Why  didn't  I  think  of 
that  before.  She  never  could 
answer  that.  I'll  step  over  and 
tell  her  so,  this  afternoon." 

"Agnes,  my  dear,  do  have  an- 
other cup,"  said  Miss  Penelope. 
It  was  that  afternoon,  and  she 
was  drinking  tea  with  a  friend, 
in  her  honeysuckle  arbor.  "This 
is  very  fine  tea,  which  my  brother 
brought  from  Russia,  last  sum- 
mer." 

"Thank  you,  no,  my  dear," 
said  the  lady,  rising  to  go.  "I 
have  left  a  loaf  of  bread  in  the 
oven,  and  beside  I  see  someone 


coming.  Dear  me,  the  Colonel 
again !" 

With  a  very  arch  smile,  the 
visitor  put  up  her  sunshade  and 
departed,  and  a  moment  later 
the  broad  figure  of  the  Colonel 
appeared  in  the  gateway.  Miss 
Penelope  gasped  as  she  looked 
after  her  last  visitor,  and  grew 
pink  with  the  newly  suggested 
idea  as  she  held  out  a  welcoming 
hand.  The  Colonel  was  swept 
into  an  easy  chair,  and  provided 
with  a  cup  of  fragrant  tea,  and 
Miss  Penelope,  from  the  other 
side  of  the  table,  chatted  pleas- 
antly about  a  dozen  things  at 
once.  First  he  sat,  passively  sub- 
mitting to  her  attentions ;  then 
finally  the  comfort  of  the  situa- 
tion, the  tea,  the  honeysuckle, 
Miss  Penelope  in  her  white 
gown,  appealed  to  him — as  some- 
thing better  than  he  had  ever 
known  before.  Not  till  he  took 
his  leave,  an  hour  later,  did  it 
occur  to  him  that  he  had  not 
mentioned  the  subject  of  discus- 
sion. With  the  dawning  con- 
sciousness that  Miss  Penelope 
had  been  keeping  him  off  this 
very  subject,  came  the  determi- 
nation that  to-morrow  he  would 
not  be  fooled  so  easily. 

The  next  afternoon  history  re- 
peated itself,  to  the  Colonel's 
own  astonishment,  but  the  same 
scene  occurred  so  often  during 
the  long  summer  that  he  began 
to  realize  he  was  clay  in  her 
fingers,  and  resisted  no  more. 
The  afternoon  tea  became  a  mat- 
ter of  course,  and  the  final  part 
of  the  pig  in  the  conversation 
was  not  great. 
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Now  though  the  Colonel  had 
ceased  to  uphold  his  end  of  the 
feud  with  his  former  vigor,  he 
had  a  stable-boy  whose  zeal  was 
undiminished.  One  day  Coco, 
seized  with  the  spirit  of  adven- 
ture, wandered  far  off  down  the 
road,  and  put  the  stable-boy  to 
such  pains  in  recapturing  him 
that  he  locked  him  up  in  the 
woodshed.  Miss  Penelope  dis- 
covered the  outrage,  wept  bitter 
tears  at  the  perfidy  of  man,  and 
flew,  highly  wroth,  to  her  lawyer. 
As  a  result  the  Colonel  was  sum- 
moned to  appear  in  court,  to 
answer  the  charge  of  abduction. 
He  was  first  astounded,  then 
grieved,  and  finally  ended  in  a 
furious  passion,  wherein  he  an- 
athematized woman  kind. 

The  case  caused  great  interest, 
in  the  town,  and  on  the  day  of 
trial  the  court  was  crowded.  It 
was  the  first  time  the  two  con- 
testants had  condescended  to 
meet,  since  the  crisis,  and  hos- 
tility was  evident  in  their  atti- 
tudes. 

Each  side  was  well  maintained 
by  argument  and  witnesses,  and 
the  real  ownership  of  the  pig  was 
no  clearer  to  any  one,  when  the 
judge  arose  to  close  the  case. 
Miss  Penelope  for  the  first  time 
deigned  to  give  her  adversary  a 
glance  of  anticipated  triumph, 
meeting  a  similar  glance  from 
the  Colonel.  But  the  judge  was 
wise  in  the  wisdom  of  Solomon, 
and  this  was  his  verdict.  Since 
the  claims  of  each  contestant 
were  incontrovertible,  the  pig 
should  be  divided  into  equal 
halves,  and  one-half  be  made 
over  to  each  of  the  claimants. 


Miss  Penelope,  after  one  hor- 
rified stare,  burst  into  tears  at  the 
bare  idea,  and  the  Colonel  roared 
out  that  he  would  kill  the  first 
man  to  lay  hands  on  his  property. 
Both  left  the  court  room  boil- 
ing with  indignation.  Outside 
the  door  Miss  Penelope  went  to 
the  Colonel  with  tears  in  her 
eyes : 

"Colonel,  you  would  not  be  so 
cruel,"  she  said,  laying  her  hand 
on  his  arm. 

The  Colonel  melted  before  her 
tears,  and  then  smiled  with  the 
contentment  of  a  man  who  has 
solved  a  problem. 

"Madam,"  he  said  gallantly, 
"I  see  a  way  out  of  the  difficulty 
which  appears  to  me  excellent." 

She  evidently  thought  so  too, 
for  the  audience,  streaming  out 
of  the  court  room,  were  presently 
electrified  to  behold  th'e  Colonel 
kissing  Miss  Penelope. 


Book  Buyers'  Guide. 

Primitive  Literature. 

By  E.  B.  Tyler. 

This  book  is  one  with  which 

one  may  while  away  a  pleasant 

summer      afternoon.        In      an 

easy      and      entertaining      style 

the  author  discusses  his  piquant 

subject,  and  while  we  feel  that 

the  book  is  one  to  be  read  rapidly, 

we  cannot  but  be  grateful  for  so 

charming  an  acquisition  to  our 

shelves. 

A  Hand-book  to  Robert  Browning's 
Works. 

By  Mrs.  Orr. 
A  remarkable  book  by  a  re- 
markable lady.     An  exhausting 
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study,   which   exhausts   the   stu- 
dent as  well  as  the  subject. 
Meisterwerke  der  Griechischen  Plastik 

Von  Adolf  Furtwangler. 

This  book  has  the  merit  of 
being  amusing  without  being 
vulgar.  The  action  is  spirited, 
but,  although  the  volume  is  very 
readable,  candor  obliges  us  to 
say  that  it  is  highly  improbable. 

A  Book  of  Bryn  Mawr  Stories. 

This  isn't  a  book  that  admits 
of  discussion  for  one  moment. 
Pre-historic  Antiquities. 
By  Dr.  O.  Shraeder. 

This  tiny  volume  is  especially 
designed  for  the  enjoyment  of 
young  people.  So  real,  so  spon- 
taneous, so  simple,  it  cannot  fail 
to  charm  its  readers. 

Celtic  Literature. 
By  Matthew  Arnold. 

A  valuable  book  from  the  pen 
of  an  author  whose  most  salient 
characteristic  is  his  ability  to 
sling  ink.  Although  some  might 
criticise  the  book  as  superficial, 
it  contains  what  is  really  good, 
readable  stuff,  and  on  the  whole 
it  is  not  half  bad. 

Younger  Edda. 
Anonymous. 
A  boy's  story  of  unusual  value, 
told  by  an  author  well  versed  in 
Japanese  and  Chinese  matters. 
It  is  what  might  be  called  a 
"rattling  good  story.." 

Psychology. 
By  William  James. 
Fairy  tales  given  in  the  form 
of    anecdotes    relating    the    ex- 


periences of  the  author  and  his 
friends.  This  promising  writer 
shows  evidences  of  a  vivid  im- 
agination. The  work  is  destined 
to  demand  wide  attention  among 
students  and  to  provoke  wide 
discussion. 

L.  A.  K.,  'oo. 

G.  L.  J.,  'oo. 


Schiller  as  a  Philosopher. 

On  Friday  evening,  Novem- 
ber i,  Professor  Hibben,  of 
Princeton  University,  addressed 
the  Philosophical  Club  on  the 
subject  of  "Schiller  as  a  Philoso- 
pher." Professor  Hibben  sought 
the  explanation  of  Schiller's  phil- 
osophy in  the  character  of  the 
poet,  thus  following  the  domi- 
nating principle  of  Schiller's 
ethics,  the  principle  that  through 
its  activities  the  soul  manifests 
its  true  essence.  Schiller  was 
much  loved  for  his  grace  of  na- 
ture and  nobility  of  character. 
His  life  was  a  fine  art,  was  the 
flower  of  manhood,  and  his  phil- 
osophy was  consequently  a  doc- 
trine of  harmony,  teaching  that 
the  inner  harmony  of  the  soul 
lends  to  life  its  poise  and  charm. 

For  a  nature  so  deep  as  Schil- 
ler's, this  harmony  could  not  be 
superficial — neither  could  it  come 
without  the  struggle  of  the  storm 
and  stress  period.  While  still  a 
boy  at  school,  he  perceived  the 
great  conflict  in  human  nature 
between  desire  and  reason.  The 
boy's  revolt  against  the  authority 
of  the  masters  deepened  later  into 
the  antithesis  between  man's  will 
and  his  desire  for  happiness.    To 
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both  impulses,  Schiller's  nature 
was  peculiarly  susceptible.  He 
lived  at  a  time  when  the  eigh- 
teenth century  utilitarian  forces 
that  made  for  liberty  were  still 
dominant,  although  a  new  school 
with  "Duty"  as  its  watchword, 
and  with  Kant  as  its  leader,  was 
fast  rising  into  prominence.  As 
a  poet,  Schiller  saw  and  desired 
life's  wealth  of  pleasure ;  but  in 
his  ears  there  sounded  a  cry  of 
"Duty"  that  could  not  remain  un- 
heeded. 

With  an  innate  love  of  har- 
mony, Schiller  sought  to  bring 
about  a  union  of  these  opposing 
elements  of  his  soul,  and  he 
found  that  the  transition  from  the 
one  to  the  other  lies  in  the  con- 
ception of  Beauty.  The  idea  of 
Beauty  is  not  a  static  but  a  dy- 
namic force,  which  came  forth, 
the  guide  to  reason,  "to  usher  in 
the  golden  day  of  knowledge." 
As  the  child  of  nature,  man  is  a 
slave  to  material  pleasure.  His 
first  impulse  is  to  appropriate  all 
that  adds  to  his  enjoyment.  From 
the  satisfaction  that  comes  from 
this  enjoyment  arises  the  idea 
of  beauty  for  its  own  sake,  and 
man  is  turned  from  material 
to  contemplative  considerations. 
This  idea  dominates  his  soul  and 
becomes  a  permanent  guide  to  his 
lower  desires. 

The  highest  form  of  the  idea 
of  beauty  is  the  idea  of  good  for 
its  own  sake.  As  Beauty  is  har- 
mony, so  duty  now  appears  as  a 
moral  law  or  order,  an  eternal 
fitness  and  symmetry.  Duty,  no 
less  than  beauty,  is  its  own  com- 
pensation.   In  a  perfect  soul,  the 


schbne  Seele,  duty  and  inclination 
are  one,  and  its  acts  are  noble  be- 
cause they  come  from  a  noble 
source.  Mr.  Leslie  Stephen  is 
the  English  exponent  of  this 
ethical  ideal.  His  motto  is  "To 
be"  and  not  "To  do." 

Harmony  thus  becomes  the 
bond  of  union  between  the  good, 
the  beautiful  and  the  true;  for 
the  essence  of  beauty  and  of  duty 
is  harmony  and  the  world  of  rea- 
son, as  Kant  had  shown,  is  neces- 
sarily a  realm  of  law  and  order. 
The  final  explanation  of  this  har- 
mony of  life,  Schiller  maintained, 
is  to  be  found  in  the  "one  eternal 
spirit  above  all  things  and  in  all 
things." 
"Whose    light    alone — like    mist 

o'er  mountain  driven, 
Or  music  by  the  night  wind  sent, 
Thro'   strings   of   some   still   in- 
strument 
Or    moonlight    on    a    midnight 

stream — 
Gives  grace  and  truth  to  life's  un- 
quiet dream." 

G.  L.  J.,  1900. 


The  Ideal  Sport. 

(With  Apologies  to  Plato .) 

Persons  of  the  Dialogue: 

Socrates — who  is  the  narrator. 

Glaucon. 

Polemarchus. 

I  went  down  yesterday  to  the 
Athletic  Field  with  Glaucon,  the 
son  of  Ariston,  that  I  might  offer 
up  my  prayers  to  the  Goddess  of 
Health,  and  also  because  I 
wanted  to  see  in  what  manner 
they  would  celebrate  the  Hockey 
Festival,  which  was  a  new  thing 
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in  Bryn  Mawr.  I  was  delighted 
with  the  exhibition  of  the  players 
and  with  their  graceful  move- 
ments. When  we  had  finished 
viewing  the  spectacle,  we 
turned  towards  the  college,  but 
at  that  moment  Polemarchus,  the 
son  of  Cephalus,  took  hold  of  me 
by  the  cloak  behind  and  desired 
me  to  state  my  opinion  of  the 
game. 

"Certainly,"  I  said,  "in  my 
opinion,  it  is  a  gentle  game  and 
a  pursuit  well  adapted  to  woman- 
kind." 

"Not  so !"  he  replied,  "I  con- 
sider it  a  most  barbaric  sight. 
On  what  do  you  base  your  argu- 
ment, Socrates?" 

"My  friend,"  I  said,  "you 
know  that  this  college  rests  on  a 
foundation  of  required  exercise." 

"Obviously." 

"And  it  is  plain  that  the  choice 
lies  between  pedestrian  exercise, 
the  game  known  as  tennis,  that 
of  basket  ball,  aquatic  sports, 
and  hockey." 

"Very  true." 

"We  will  now  consider  each 
sport  in  turn  and  I  will  attempt 
to  persuade  you  of  the  superior- 
ity of  hockey." 

"Proceed." 

At  this  point  Glaucon  burst  in 
with  a  roar. 

"Socrates,"  he  shouted,  "why 
bandy  words  longer.  Do  you  not 
see  before  you  those  shattered 
limbs,  that  bleeding  brow  of  yon 
Bostonian  maid?  With  half  an 
eye  one  can  perceive  this  game  is 
far  from  gentle." 

"I  know,"  I  said,  "that  this  is 
your  manner  of  thinking.      But 


I  am  too  stupid  to  be  convinced 
by  you.  Forbear  and  hear  me 
for  a  space." 

"Granted,"  he  said. 

"To  begin,"  I  said,  "with  Pe- 
destrianism,  which  I  insist  is  no 
mild  amusement.  It  is  quite  con- 
ceivable that  while  walking  on 
the  pike  the  gentle  maid  might 
stub  her  toe  and  fall  prostrate  be- 
fore some  fiery  steed.  Thus  would 
she  gain  no  mere  bruises." 

"I  grant  the  truth  of  your  in- 
ference." 

"Or  you  may  suppose  the  oppo- 
site case  in  basket  ball  and  ten- 
nis. But,  no !  The  ball,  pro- 
pelled by  a  mighty  arm,  with 
unspent  force,  striking  a  player 
in  the  eye, — you  apprehend  my 
meaning  ?" 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "I  see." 

"We  will  now  consider  these 
sports  disposed  of  and  will  turn 
to  aquatics.  A  man  of  your  in- 
telligence, Glaucon,  can  follow 
me  when  I  state  the  following 
mathematical  calculations :  The 
swimming  pool  being  ten  feet 
deep,  and  few  students  being 
more  than  six  feet  in  height,  the 
consequential  amount  of  water 
above  a  student's  head  when  she 
stands  upon  the  bottom  would  be 
at  least  four  feet,  which,  as  you 
clearly  perceive,  is  an  imperfect 
number.  Therefore  the  infer- 
ence is  plain  that  she  will  drown 
and  are  not  bleeding  brows  and 
mangled  limbs  to  be  preferred  to 
such  a  fate?" 

"Yes,"  he  sullenly  admitted. 

Here  I  perceived  that  what  I 
supposed  to  be  the  end  of  the 
argument  was  in  truth  but  the 
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beginning,  for  Polemarchus,  who 
had  been  listening  all  this  time  in 
silence,  here  interposed. 

"But,  Socrates,  your  arguments 
by  no  means  prove  that  hockey 
is  a  gentle  game,  but  only  that  it 
is  the  least  dangerous  of  sports 
pursued  in  this  college  where 
Pallas  Athene  sheds  her  light. 
To  rectify  these  evils  I  should 
suggest  the  abolishment  of  re- 
quired exercise." 

"But,"  I  objected,  "in  seeking 
the  safety  of  the  individual  you 
forget  our  wider  theme,  which  is 


the  happiness  of  the  college  as  a 
whole." 

"True,  Socrates.  To  this  con- 
vincing argument  I  have  no  re- 
ply to  make." 

"Therefore,"  I  replied,  "hav- 
ing established  the  economic 
value  of  the  game,  let  us 
leave  the  question  here,  since 
the  rest  of  our  discussion  will  be 
confined  to  ethics  and  meta- 
physics, unrequired  in  the  pres- 
ent course — of  the  argument." 

A.  E.  M.,  '05. 


David  Garrick. 

Squire  Chivy's  reply  when 
Simon  Ingot  informed  him  that 
David  Garrick  was  coming  to 
dinner:  "You're  not  going  to 
have  him !"  was  very  much  the 
thought  of  the  audience  when 
they  saw  the  heading  of  '04's 
artistic  program.  It  seemed  an 
ambitious  attempt,  but  the 
Sophomores  proved  the  wisdom 
of  their  choice  by  their  graceful" 
interpretation.  David  Garrick's 
quaint  and  romantic  love  story 
has  become  one  of  the  happiest 
traditions  of  the  gymnasium 
stage.  Perhaps  the  best  scene 
was  the  after-dinner  episode  in 
Mr.  Simon  Ingot's  house,  in 
which  the  grouping  and  dialogue 
were  very  effective.  The  "City- 
folk"  looked  as  if  they  had 
stepped  from  Thackeray's  "Yel- 
lowplush  and  Diamonds."  Sara 
Palmer,   overflowing   with   gen- 
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tility;  Hope  Woods,  the  bourgeois  coquette,  with 
their  respective  husband,  father  and  suitor,  were 
extremely  amusing. 

Two  of  the  best  character  studies  were  Ingot 
and  Chivy.  Virginia  Chauvenet 
sustained  the  reputation,  earned 
last  year,  of  one  of  the  best  actors 
in  college.  Helen  Amy  deserves 
especial  praise  for  combining  her 
stage  managing  with  a  skillful  in- 
)F*A  ,C3  terpretation  of  a  difficult  part. 
\  I         I  The     chief    interest,    of    course, 

/  \  )  J  centres  around  the  hero  and 
4^^  C/  heroine.  Ruth  Wood  was  a  grace- 
ful and  self-contained  Ada  Ingot; 
Phyllis  Green  in  the  title  role,  admirably  fulfilled 
our  ideas  of  Garrick,  the  one-time  idol  of  London. 
Her  part  was  always  refined,  particularly  in  the 
difficult  second  act.  The  College  congratulates 
'04  for  so  well  upholding  the  traditions  of  the 
Sophomore  play. 

A.  M.  K. 


Cast. 

David  Garrick Phyllis  Green 

Mr.  Simon  Ingot Virginia  R.  Chauvenet 

Squire  Chivy Helen  W.  Amy 

Mr.  Smith   Susie  O.   Swindell 

Mr.   Brown    Martha   S.   Rockwell 

Mr.  Jones Florence  E.  Robins 

Thomas Harriet  R.  Southerland 

George,  Garrick's  servant Harriet  Clough 

Ada  Ingot   Ruth   B.   I.  Wood 

Mrs.  Smith Sara  S.  Palmer 

Miss  Araminta  Browne Hope  R.  Woods 


Chronicles  of  Our  Town. 

Our  town  has  a  history,  even 
if  it  has  the  appearance  peculiar 
to  most  western  towns  of  having 


arrived  but  lately  and  being  still 
ill  at  ease.  In  the  very  thick  of 
frontier  troubles  from  the  be- 
ginning, it  would  be  a  pity  if  it 
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hadn't  a  history.  The  public 
square  was  the  scene  of  a  famous 
border  fight,  and,  as  seems  con- 
ventional among  battle  fields,  has 
since  been  turned  into  a  park. 
There  are  also  the  remains  of  the 
Mission  of  the  Alamo,  which 
served  as  a  fort  on  that  great 
day.  A  native  poet  of  much 
promise  has  apostrophized  it  as 
the  "Thermopoke  of  the  West ;" 
a  couple  of  novelists  have  recog- 
nized its  possibilities  for  local 
color  and  have  made  it  the  scene 
of  thrilling  adventures  of  Span- 
ish cavaliers  and  ladies,  the  for- 
mer always  clad  in  buckskin, 
gold  spurs,  and  a  lasso  rope ;  the 
latter  in  muslins,  smiles,  and  a 
black  lace  mantilla.  Railroad 
guides  and  health  resort  ad- 
vertisements adopt  an  Homeric 
style  in  speaking  of  our  heroes ; 
native  merchants  are  never  at 
a  loss  in  naming  their  shops, 
beside  drawing  a  large  annual 
revenue  from  the  sale  of  sou- 
venir spoons,  paper-weights, 
fans  and  so  forth,  com- 
memorating the  deeds  of  our  an- 
cestors. In  fact  nothing  is  lack- 
ing to  our  fame  but  a  marble 
monument,  and  this  we,  the 
ladies  of  the  town,  have  under- 
taken to  furnish.  That  was  some 
time  ago,  for  fairs  are  a  great 
deal  of  work  and  but  little  profit, 
owing  to  the  fact  that  the  men 
of  the  community  have  an  un- 
accountable prejudice  against 
them,  and  the  ladies  cannot  pos- 
sibly be  expected  to  play  both 
buyers  and  sellers.  However, 
the  money  will  doubtless  be  forth- 
coming in  time.     There   is  an- 


other difficulty  which  delays  the 
removal  of  the  summer  house,  a 
cross  between  a  Swiss  chalet  and 
a  Chinese  pagoda,  which  adorns 
the  centre  of  the  park,  and  the 
erection  in  its  stead  of  the  beau- 
tiful marble  group  in  the  interest 
of  which  three  generations  of  so- 
ciety belles  have  sold  their  art 
needlework  and  home-made 
cake.  The  memorial  must  be  the 
work  of  a  townsman ;  that  we 
have  all  decided.  But  unfor- 
tunately our  home  talent  has  not 
run  to  sculpture.  True,  there  is 
Mr.  Jameson.  He  does  water 
colors,  and  Mrs.  Black,  who 
spent  a  summer  in  Europe,  thinks 
his  work  up  to  anything  she  saw 
in  Paris  or  London.  But  the 
committee  visited  the  Alamo 
and  after  mature  delibera- 
tion, decided  that  after  all  we 
had  better  wait.  Not  that  they 
did  not  think  Mr.  Jameson's 
things  perfectly  sweet  (they 
wished  no  misunderstanding,  on 
that  point),  but  it  seemed  better 
not  to  take  even  the  smallest 
risk  in  the  expenditure  of  such  a 
large  sum  as  we  intended  to  get 
together.  In  the  mean  time  the 
committe  visited  the  Alamo  and 
unanimously  decided  to  use  some 
of  the  money  to  put  a  nice  coat 
of  whitewash  over  the  chancel 
carvings  and  frescoes  left  from 
the  time  of  the  Spanish  monks. 
Of  course  it  is  little  to  do,  but  the 
place  did  smell  very  musty  before 
and  we  feel  that  we  have  accom- 
plished something  for  the  pres- 
ervation of  our  historical  relics, 
pending  the  advent  and  develop- 
ment of  our  genius  of  the  future. 
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Alumnae  Notes. 


'94- 
Mary  Bidwell  Breed  is  Dean 
of   Women   and   assistant    Pro- 
fessor of  Chemistry  in   Indiana 
University. 

'97- 
Sue  Fowler  and  May  Campbell 
are  taking  courses  at  Columbia 
University. 

'98. 
E.  Nields  was  in  Bryn  Mawr 
for  the  Sophomore  play. 

'99. 

May  Shoneman  (Sax)  has  a 
son,  born  October,  1901. 

Ethel  Hooper  spent  a  day  in 
Bryn  Mawr  last  week  before 
sailing  for  Europe. 

Ellen   Kilpatrick,    Sibyl   Hub- 
bard, Ethel  Levering  and  Mary 
Hoyt   were   at   College    for   the 
Sophomore  play. 
'00. 

Jessie  Tatlock  is  teaching 
Latin  and  Mathematics  at  Miss 
Spence's  School,  New  York  City. 

Leslie  Appleton  Knowles  is 
spending  several  weeks  in  Bryn 
Mawr. 

The  following  members  of  the 
Class  of  '00  were  at  Bryn  Mawr 
for  the  Sophomore  play:  C.  V. 
W.     Halsey,     H.     MacCoy,     H. 


Hodge,  E.  Anderson,  M.  Kil- 
patrick, A.  Van  Reypen,  M. 
Morris,  E.  Griffith,  E.  White,  E. 
Palmer  and  E.  Fell. 
'01. 
'01  had  a  reunion  in  Bryn 
Mawr  for  the  Sophomore  play. 
Among  those  who  came  back 
were :  E.  T.  Daly,  M.  Reilly,  H. 
Converse,   G.  Philips,  E.  Jones, 

E.  White,  E.  Cross,  M.  Parris, 

F.  Sinclair,  A.  Dillingham,  M. 
Miller,  A.  Slade,  E.  Ellis,  J.  Pel- 
ton  and  Nita  Thatcher. 

Emily  Cross,  Elizabeth  White, 
Bertha  Goldman  and  Elizabeth 
Daly  are  taking  courses  at  Co- 
lumbia University. 

Elizabeth  Lewis  is  studying 
Politics  in  the  Randolph-Macon 
College  at  Lynchburg,  Virginia, 
and  teaching  a  class  of  boys  in 
the  night  school. 

Edith  Campbell  is  teaching  at 
Mr.  Rose's  classes  in  New  York 
City. 

Marion  Reilly  is  taking  a 
course  in  Graduate  Mathematics 
at   Bryn   Mawr. 

Caroline  Daniels  is  teaching 
in  Chicago. 

Elizabeth  W.  Emmons  is  pri- 
vate secretary  to  Miss  Garrett,  of 
Baltimore.     She  is  also  coaching 
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the  children  at  the  Bryn  Mawr 
School  in  basket  ball. 

Helen  Robinson  has  been 
spending  some  time  with  Mar- 
garet Hall,  at  North  Cohasset, 
Mass. 


Freshman  Songs. 

"  Class  Song." 

(To  the    Tune    of    "  Schonsten 
Augen.") 

In  love  for  our  fair  Alma  Mater, 
May  we  equal  those  gone  before 
And  serve  as  a  worthy  example 
To    all    that    shall    enter    Bryn 

Mawr. 
That  college,  whose  honor  and 

gi°ry> 

Shall  last  and  be  great  evermore. 

We  sing  to  the  College  of  Bryn 

Mawr, 
We  sing  to  our  Class  of  1905, 
We  sing  to  the  glad  days  we're 

spending 
To   reach  the   goal   whither   we 

strive, 
These  glad  days  whose  thoughts 

we  will  cherish, 
Whose  memory  we'll   e'er  keep 

alive. 


"Lantern  Song." 

(Tune,    "Oh    Tell    Me,    Pretty 
Maiden.") 

Part  I. 

Oh  tell  us,  fellow  Freshmen,  who 
these  learned  maidens  com- 
ing are. 


Part  II. 

They  are  the  Sophomores,  the 
class  above  us,  in  Bryn 
Mawr. 

Part  I. 

And  tell  us  what  these  Sopho- 
mores, 

As  they're  coming  toward  us, 
seem  to  bring. 

Part  II. 

The  lanterns  brightly  shining, 
See   them   twinkle,    watch   them 

swing. 
Oh,   tell   us  what  these   Sopho- 
mores bring. 

Part  I. 

Then  let  us  take  the  lanterns  gay 

to  light  our  way. 
And  lead  us  in  our  work  right 

cheerily. 

Part  II. 

Then  let  us  welcome  them  with 

voice  and  hand. 
And  thank  them,  oh,  so  heartily. 

Part  I  and  II. 

Oh  lanterns  bright, 

Will  you  lead  us  by  your  rosy 

light, 
To  do  the  thing  that's  best, 
With  all  our  will  and  zest? 
Oh,  lanterns  dear, 
Whose  light  shines  far  and  near ; 
Oh  lead  us  onward,  yes  lead  the 

way 
Through    these    happy    days    at 

Bryn  Mawr. 
Where  by  your  help  we'll  stay. 
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The  Modern  Juggernaut. 

Oh  Juggernaut !  Oh  Juggernaut ! 

You  acted  very  badly 
In  grinding  all  the  people  down, 

Who  offered  themselves  madly 
At  your  fane. 
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Oh   Jugger- 


But   Juggernaut ! 
naut ! 

Though  you  were  very  clever, 
Still  they  have  methods  in  this 
place 
That   you'd   have  thought   of 
never, 

Just  the  same. 


For    Juggernaut!    Oh    Jugger- 
naut ! 
A  demon  here  compels  them ; 
The  victims  do  the  grinding,  and 
The   power  that   impels   them 
Gets  no  blame. 
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Class  Pinsand  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.   Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


902  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  SAMUEL 


Formerly  of 
1529  Chestnut  St. 


announces  her  removal  to ' 

1623  Chestnut 

and  is  now  ready  with  a 
full  assortment  of  V    V 

French  Models 

Hats,  Bonnets  and  Toques, 
Neck   Ruffs   and  Veilings 

New  Department  in  charge  of  MR.  H.  LEVY,  formerly 
with  Madame  Nash 

Ladies'     Tailor-made    Gowns,    Riding 
Habits,  Evening  Wraps     -.'     .-.     v     .-. 


>$$$&&&^&^$&£&SS^£&$^»&^&&^^^^^£§$&^&d^S 


Scbretber  it 


for  Morning  Wear,  Walk- 

*"  ing,  Traveling,  Yachting, 

and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 


Ladies*  Tailors 


C9 


135  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET .  .  . 
Philadelphia 


<jj*   Sports  and  Pastimes    &  J*  J*  &  &  J* 

ALL  GOODS  MADE  ON  THESE  PREMISES 


Kodaks 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Opticians 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
Broad  Street  Station 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of  - 


FURS 


AND 


HATS 

For  Young  Ladies 
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Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 


Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 


Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 


Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request         s0,?°ted 


To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Correspondence        \  21  A      CheStllUt     Street 

Snlini+oH 


DKEKA 

Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 

most  delicious 

Stephen   F.  Whitman  &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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B00ks  and...... 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  and  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co. 

*—       OPTICIANS 
JOJO  CHESTNUT   STREET 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

124   North  Eleventh   St. 

Philadelphia 

/\(Clee's  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


P>icTlII*e§  and 

The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

«£      Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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127  So.  12th  St. 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing; 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 

Appointments 


DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HBRBAN1UM  ? 

MODERATE    PRICKS 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY — * 

BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

TKe  Brp  iflawi  PHarmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    All  kinds 
of  Stationery      Prescriptions  a   Specialty. 

GOODS   DELIVERED   PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

eTkTwilSON  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists  in    Fine    Shoe    Repairing    and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundty.  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

Wrickitt... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


FENNER'S,  Lancaster  Ave. 

CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .-.      V      .'.      v 

Home-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 

BRINTON  BROS. 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Corrtspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  27  Worth  nth.  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North  Ninth  St., 
Phlla.,  Pa.,  also  39 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


/Ivil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3*43-43  market  St. 

Philadelphia :::::: 

^PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 


The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 


THE  ROUTE  OF 


The   Pennsylvania 

T      ,  ,  <    THE    MOST    PERFECT    RAILWAY 

•f JY^ff-£Q    TRAIN    OF    THIS    PROGRESSIVE 

RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 

New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every   Home    Comfort 


I 


J. 

B. 

HUTCHINSON 

J. 

R 

WOOD 

Gen.  Man 

ager 

Gen.  Pass. 

Ag't. 

GEO. 

w. 

BOYD 

Asst 

.  Gen.  Pass. 

Ag't. 

T8.13B3 


SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

An  unequaled  combination  of 
comfort  and  economy 


WOMEN'S  CALFSKIN 
BLUCHERS  —  Heavy 
Sole,  Extension  Edge     . 

WOriEN'S  CALFSKIN 
LACE  BOOT— Dull  Tops, 
Extra  Heavy  Sole,  Ex- 
tension Edge     .     .     .     . 


$5.oo 
$5.oo 


A  fine  assortment  of  Superior  Slippers, 
$3.50  up.  Special* selection  of  orna- 
ments and  trimmings  applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference. 


s~l  • :.-."_;■*  1226  — - 

l>01 1  ^1  X\  Q  chestnut  street 

^^  V-T  1*»  A^  HI  43     PHILADELPHIA,   PA. 


TOR  PBTffATE  CIRCULATION  ONLY^ 

Published  Fortnightly  at  Bryn  Mawr 


EDITORIAL  BOARD 
MANAGING  EDITORS 

H.  J.  Crawford,  '02,  Editor-in-ctiief 
S.  Montenegro,  '02       A.  M.  Kidder,  *t>3 

EDITORS 
G.  L.  JONES,  '00  M.  R.  WHITE,  '03 

M.  MONTAGUE,  '03 
BUSINESS  BOARD 
E.  CONGDON,  '02,  Business  Manager, 

H.  R.  SOUTHERLAND,  '04,   Treasurer, 

D.  FOSTER,  '04,  y4ss£.  Business  Manager. 


Editorial. 

As  the  Philistine  glances 
about  the  campus  these  brisk 
November  days,  sorely  con- 
cerned, because  of  the  costumes 
seen  on  all  sides,  as  to  the  exact 
season  of  the  year,  since  every- 
thing from  sealskin  jackets  and 
fur  coats  to  dotted  muslins  and 
garden-party  hats  seems  in 
vogue,  the  various  little  mur- 
murings   of   Thanksgiving   Day 


plans  wafted  into  its  ears  make 
it  wonder  vaguely  about  the  true 
significance  of  the  day.  Are 
there  connected  with  the  name, 
Thanksgiving  Day,  any  deep  un- 
derlying meanings,  any  mysteries 
that  escape  the  most  ardent  ety- 
mologist, any  strange  orgies 
known  only  to  the  initiated  ?  Or 
does  Thanksgiving  Day  indicate 
what  any  normally  developed 
member  of  the  English  speaking 
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race  might  with  no  alarmingly 
great  mental  effort  surmise.  If 
this  latter  is  the  case,  why  these 
strange  murmurings  that  the 
Philistine  hears  about  at  every 
turn,  these  mysterious  allusions 
to  feasting  and  song,  to  foot- 
ball games  and  relaxations  of 
every  sort?  Why  these  canibal- 
istic  designs  against  that  poor 
innocent  bird,  the  turkey?  Why 
the  joyous  looking  forward  ap- 
pearance, and  general,  smiling. 
purringly  expectant  expression 
on  all  faces  like  that  of  a  cat 
viewing  her  proffered  bowl  of 
cream? 

Perhaps  each  one  thinks  she 
has  nothing  to  be  thankful  for. 
Perhaps  a  great  many  would  not 
be  thankful  even  if  they  did  have 
things  to  be  thankful  for.  In 
any  case  the  Philistine  would 
like  to  suggest  a  few  things  in 
which  the  college  can  unite  in 
feeling  most  grateful. 

We  feel  grateful: 

i.  Because  we  sing  such  lovely 
hymns  in  Chapel  every  morning. 

2.  Because  there  are  only  a 
few  members  of  the  collegiate 
body  left  now  who  do  not  wear 
long  flowing  coats  and  black 
bows  at  the  backs  of  their  hair. 

3.  That  we  are  having  such  a 
jolly  lot  of  quizzes  and  are  so 
bursting  with  knowledge  and 
pride  in  consequence. 

4.  That  we  are  not  like  other 
people,  though  rather  sorry  for 
the  other  people. 

5.  That  we  have  such  delight- 
ful literature  provided  for  our 
own  private  reading. 


6.  That  we  shall  some  day, 
sooner  or  later,  enjoy  the  privi- 
lege of  an  opportunity  to  air  our 
proficiency  in  the  French  and 
German  languages. 

7.  That  there  is  nothing  lack- 
ing now.  towards  the  acquiring 
of  our  new  Library  Building,  ex- 
cept the  money. 

Etc...     ...     etc. 

This  meagre  list,  the  Philis- 
tine thinks,  will  indicate  a  few 
of  the  directions  our  thankful 
feelings  might  take,  if  in  the 
hurry  and  bustle  of  our  lives  here 
this  portion  of  our  Thanksgiving 
Day  spirit  has  escaped  us. 


The  Philistine  regrets  that 
by  a  mistake  an  article  in  the  last 
number  called  ''The  Ideal  Sport," 
was  signed  A.  E.  M..  '05.  instead 
of  E.  S.  S.3  '03.  and  C.  L..  '03. 


The  Philistine  regrets  very 
much  the  trouble  that  has  risen 
owing  to  the  editorial  which  ap- 
peared in  his  last  issue.  The 
intention  of  the  Philistine,  as 
a  representative  of  the  spirit  of 
the  college,  has  never  been  to 
arouse  unfriendly  class  feeling 
in  criticising  any  class  or  fac- 
tion in  its  pages.  In  the  past, 
the  Philistine  has  always  aimed 
to  take  a  fair  point  of  view,  to 
represent  not  the  feeling  of  one 
faction  or  class.,  but  to  encour- 
age the  best  and  to  stand  for 
what  is  fair-minded  and  right. 
He  is  always  ready  to  show  both 
sides  of  a  question,  and  is  glad 
when   his   pages   offer   food   for 
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any  profitable  discussion.  When, 
therefore,  a  storm  of  class  feel- 
ing results  from  his  words  and 
the  enmity  threatens  to  become 
even  personal,  he  feels  that  he 
has  been  misunderstood  and  has 
failed  to  show  his  true  attitude, 
which  is  one  that  is  always 
friendly  to  all  the  classes,  and  to 
all  the  college  traditions.  Far 
be  it  from  him  to  intend  that 
his  criticisms  be  spiteful  or  pre- 
judiced. His  aim  is  to  be  fair- 
minded  and  just,  and  if  he  some- 
times fails  to  make  clear  his  at- 
titude^— well,  he  is  only  human, 
after  all. 


College  Notes. 

Tickets  for  the  series  of  Knei- 
sel  recitals  in  town  may  be  ob- 
tained on  depositing  $2.50  at  the 
Bursar's  office. 

The  college  is  preparing  "find- 
ing lists,"  which  will  be  sold  for 
$0.10.  They  will  contain  the  ad- 
dresses of  the  faculty  and  the 
students,  together  with  sched- 
ules of  consultation  hours. 

A  Japanese  tea  and  sale  of 
Japanese  prints  and  other  articles 
will  be  held  for  the  benefit  of 
Miss  Tsuda's  school  in  Tokio, 
where  Bryn  Mawr  supports  a 
scholarship,  on  Saturday,  No- 
vember 23,  from  eleven  a.  m.  to 
six  p.  m.,  at  the  Industrial  Art 
School  Building,  Broad  and  Pine 
streets.  Lantern  slides  shown  at 
four  and  five  p.  m. 

The  Freshman  play  was  given 
in  the  gymnasium  on  Friday 
evening,  November  15. 

Bryn  Mawr  is  under  the  most 
pressing  necessity  of  a  new  dor- 
mitory before   next   winter,   as 


otherwise  scarcely  any  girls  can 
be  admitted  next  autnmn.  This 
would  materially  injure  the  col- 
lege, as  schools  would  not  care 
to  make  the  effort  necessary  to 
prepare  girls  for  the  entrance  ex- 
aminations, if  there  were  a 
doubt  of  their  being  admitted 
after  having  passed  in  those  ex- 
aminations. Miss  Thomas, 
therefore,  must  raise  the  money 
for  a  new  dormitory  this  winter, 
and  desires  all  students  to  give 
her  the  names  of  persons  who  are 
able  to  contribute  to  such  an  ob- 
ject and  who  are  interested  in 
the  college.  In  approaching  such 
possible  contributors,  the  name 
of  the  student,  naturally,  will  not 
be  mentioned. 

All  articles  for  the  Lantern 
must  be  in  by  February  28.  A 
box  for  articles  is  in  the  library. 


Philistine  contributions  may 
be  dropped  into  the  box  marked 
The  Fortnightly  Philistine, 
which  has  been  placed  in  the 
Library. 


By  Way  of  Padding. 

Place. — Senior's    room. 

Time. —  5  p.  m. 
Senior  (wiping  dust  out  of  her 
teacups  and  soliloquizing  ill-na- 
turedly). Why  did  I  do  it?  Where 
was  my  instinct  of  self-preserva- 
tion? Shall  I  always  be  gov- 
erned to  my  own  detriment  by 
this  irrepressible  spirit  of  kindli- 
ness and  hospitality?  Kindli- 
ness and  hospitality!  So  I  play 
hypocrite  with  myself  even.  Put 
away  the  soothing  pretence  and 
I  find  myself  simply  a  bored  and 
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conscientious  business  woman, 
repaying  a  debt.  (Picks  up 
bread-knife  and  studies  lemon 
juice  stains  upon  it  with  bitter 
interest.)  Now,  Mary,  on  the 
contrary,  is  not  a  conscientious 
business  woman.  I  fee  her  with 
all  the  reckless  lavishness  of  my 
generous  nature,  and  she  either 
labors  under  the  delusion — no, 
she  does  not  labor;  Mary  could 
not  be  said  to  labor  in  any  case — 
she  reclines  idly  upon  the  im- 
pression that  her  grin  and 
"Thank  you,  Miss,"  comprise  the 
just  whole  of  my  purchases,  or 
else — (knock  at  door)  Heavens! 
How  more  than  prompt! 
(louder)    Come  in. 

(Enter  Junior,  looking  ter- 
ribly exhausted). 

Junior. — Well,  am  I  too  early  ? 
I  meant  well.  An  invitation 
from  you  is  too  unwonted  to  be 
treated  casually,  you  know.  Oh, 
I'm  so  tired.  (Sinks  into  morris 
chair.) 

Senior. — Too  early?  Not  at 
all.  You  have  come  most  op- 
portunely. The  bread  is  in  the 
box,  and  the  butter  outside  the 
window.  I  should  think  about 
fifteen  or  twenty  slices  would  be 
enough. 

(Junior  groans  unaffectedly, 
abandons  morris  chair  and  toils. ) 

Senior. — I  have  just  been  tell- 
ing myself  how  nice  it  would  be 
to  see  you  all  again.  Think  of 
it!  Three  whole  hours  since 
lunch !  Perhaps  I  am  sentimen- 
tal, but  these  long  separations 
are  painful  to  me. 

Junior  (with  irreproachable 
frankness). — You  are  trying  to 


be  sarcastic.  Go  on,  do,  if  it's 
a  relief  to  your  feelings.  Only 
please  remember  you  needn't 
have  invited  us. 

Senior  (  angrily  ) . — Perhaps 
you  would  rather  not  have  come. 

Junior. — I?  Dear  me,  what  a 
thought !  Not  to  have  come,  in- 
deed! Not  to  have  enjoyed  this 
golden  opportunity  of  spreading 
frozen  butter  on  spongy  bread! 
Helen,  you  are  facetious. 

Senior  (laughing). — Penelope, 
you  are  impertinent  (faint 
knock.)  Come  in.  (After  a 
long  interval,  second  knock,  a 
trifle  fainter.)  Come  in.  (En- 
ter Freshman,  timidly.) 

Fresh. — Oh,  how  delightful  of 
you,  Miss  Taylor,  to  ask  me  to 
tea.  I  declare,  I  haven't  been 
able  to  think  of  another  thing 
since  luncheon.  Did  you  really 
mean  me  to  come? 

Senior  (trying  hard  to  be 
courteous). — Why  yes,  of  course 
I  meant  it. 

Fresh,  (with  unwise  insist- 
ence).— But  are  you  perfectly 
sure  I'm  welcome? 

Senior  (admiringly). — Miss 
Hardy,  I  foresee  shining  success 
for  you  in  your  pursuit  of  knowl- 
edge. If  the  surface  has  a  sus- 
picious aspect,  you  probe,  do  you 
not?  But  think,  my  dear,  how 
necessary  polite  prevarications 
are,  and  don't  make  them  so  diffi- 
cult for  us.  (Freshman  sits 
down,  with  a  vague  feeling  of 
having  been  highly  complimen- 
ted. Knock.  Enter  Sopho- 
more. ) 

Sophomore. — I  haven't  a  min- 
ute to  stay.    Just  a  cup  of  tea, 
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and  then  I  must  run.  You  don't 
mind,  do  you  ? 

Senior. — Well  no,  I  do  not 
mind.  Experience  has  hardened 
me  to  this  kind  of  suffering. 
What  particular  branch  of  learn- 
ing are  you  clinging  to  now? 

Sophomore  (much  ashamed). 
— Oh  it's  an  awful  thing.  I 
hate  to  tell  it.  But,  do  you  know, 
I've  got  a  spelling  condition — 
disgraceful,  isn't  it? — that  I 
want  to  pass  off  to-morrow,  so 
I  must  study  for  it.  I  wonder 
why  I'm  so  stupid  about  spell- 
ing. 

Senior  (  encouragingly ) . — My 
dear  girl,  don't  worry.  As  re- 
gards mental  ability,  it  is  not  in- 
significant. I  have  an  extremely 
clever  friend  who  spells  sword 
without  a  w  and  symmetrical 
with  one  m  and  an  i  instead  of 
ay.  I  have  another  extremely 
clever  friend  who  reads  Macau- 
lay  with  fanatical  delight  and 
spells  his  name  Mackhawly.  I 
myself — (Suddenly  cry  of  hor- 
ror from  Sophomore,  who  has 
been   listening  too   attentively.) 

Sophomore. — Helen,  my  dear, 
I'm  awfully  sorry.  I've  spilled 
tea  all  over  your  Plato.  (  Senior 
shows  signs  of  painful  distress.) 
Junior  ( complacently  ) . — Don't 
mind,  Helen.  Plato  probably 
likes  tea. 

Senior  (effusively). — I'm  so 
glad  you  feel  that  way,  Pen.  It's 
your  book,  you  know.  You 
put  it  there  when  you  came  in. 

Junior. — Oh,  dear !  How — 
(hurriedly)  but  of  course  it 
doesn't  matter.  (Senior  smiles 
sweetly). 


Senior  (politely). — Won't  you 
tell  us  the  anecdote,  Miss 
Hardy? 

Freshman. — Well,  when  peo- 
ple came  to  see  her  she  always 
said,  "At  last!"  and  when  they 
left  she  said,  "Already?"  (dis- 
appointed). It  doesn't  sound 
like  much  the  way  I  tell  it,  does 
it? 

Senior  (in  an  ecstacy  of  polite- 
ness).— Oh,  yes.  I  think  it 
sounds  like  a  great  deal. 

Junior  and  Sophomore. — Well 
we  must  go,  Helen. 

Freshman  ( reluctantly  ) . — So 
must  I. 

Senior    (with    an    enchanting 

smile ) . — Already ?   (As  the  door 

closes,   throwing  up  her  hands 

with  a  sigh  of  relief.)     At  last! 

S.  M.,  '02. 


College  Traditions. 

Truly  time  is  slipping  by,  we 
are  all  growing  old.  And  the 
surest  sign  of  this  unhappy  state 
of  affairs  is  that  some  of  us  who 
have  four  digits  in  our  class 
numeral  have  already  reached 
the  time  when  we  admit  that  the 
college  has  declined  since  our 
day,  that  things  are  not  as  they 
were.  We  were  surprised  when 
we  heard  the  same  things  said 
by  our  older  sisters  in  the  palmy 
days  of  our  own  undergraduate 
rule.  We  attributed  it  to  a 
biased  mind  and  a  proneness  to 
criticism.  And  now  we  find  our- 
selves brazenly  making  the  same 
statement,  and  this  without  so 
much  as  an  apology,  or  blush  of 
shame.  Yes,  the  time  has  come 
when  our  words  have  a  certain 
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weight  and  authority — as  the 
words  of  our  grandmothers  have. 
We  are  listened  to  with  curiosity 
and — O  bitter  thought — with  the 
indulgence  due  to  age.  Yet 
things  go  on  in  the  new  way. 
The  old  gods  are  no  more! 

And  what,  may  we  ask,  are 
these  rites  and  ceremonies  that 
are  going  on?  College  tradi- 
tions !  Shades  of  '89 !  Did  your 
indigenous  dignity  permit  you 
to  engage  in  these  sports,  in 
these  rushes  and  scuffles  and 
mystic  parades?  These  are  the 
new  precedents,  set  by  as- 
piring classes  who  would  write 
their  name  in  the  Book  of  Fame. 
Dry  your  eyes.  The  times  must 
change.  It  is  we  who  must  be 
indulgent. 

There  is  no  other  part  of  the 
college  life  that  so  binds  the  old 
alumnae  to  the  new  as  college 
traditions.  For  they  are  the  ex- 
pression of  the  college  spirit  that 
lives  on  from  class  to  class,  from 
year  to  year,  always  different, 
always  the  same.  We  feel  that 
it  is  only  through  observing  tra- 
ditions, through  the  plays  and 
class  suppers,  through  the  hos- 
tile yet  friendly  relations  be- 
tween the  Sophomore  and  Fresh- 
man classes  that  the  "undiffer- 
ential  typical  cells"  are  brought 
to  the  "development  state  of  the 
"finished  product."  Every  one 
has  compassion  for  the  "half- 
breed,"  who  can  never  know 
what  it  is  to  help  give  a  Fresh- 
man play,  and  who  has  never 
slept  in  front  of  her  closet  door 
to  guard  her  cherished  cap  and 
gown.     And   yet,    as   we   were 


saying,  the  times  must  change. 
Whenever  the  old  traditions 
work  harm  in  the  new  condi- 
tions, they  must  be  abolished, 
however  loth  we  are  to  let  them 
go. 

And  so  lately  the  old  rivalry 
between  the  lower  classes  has 
been  quite  suppressed.  There 
was  a  certain  good  to  be  derived 
from  the  old  contests.  The 
friendship  between  the  classes 
was  forwarded  by  a  measuring 
of  strength  with  strength,  for 
"the  spice  of  life  is  battle,"  and 
"every  durable  bond  between 
human  beings  is  founded  in  or 
heightened  by  some  element  of 
competition."  But  the  possibility 
in  the  future  of  a  pitched  bat- 
tle between  two  hundred  is  a 
vastly  different  thing  from  a 
cunningly  laid  plot  to  rob  the  in- 
those-days  unsophisticated  Fresh- 
man of  her  cap  and  gown.  In 
the  fall  of  1893,  when  this  cus- 
tom, arose,  no  Freshman  went  to 
chapel  in  a  torn  gown.  As  '89 
instituted  the  Freshman  play  to 
take  the  place  of  "baging"  in  the 
other  colleges,  so  next  fall  1905 
must  find  a  new  way  to  initiate 
1906  into  college  life.  This  may 
be  no  easy  task,  for  traditions 
are  like  unwelcome  guests — it  is 
hard  to  be  rid  of  them  grace- 
fully. Are  there  any  now  in 
Bryn  Mawr  who  remember  the 
tempest  that  1900  aroused  in  the 
teapot  when  1901  went  home 
from  the  Sophomore  play  with- 
out lanterns?  The  malicious 
said  that  the  lanterns  had  not 
come.  The  truth  is  that  the  ty- 
ranny of  fire  insurance  had  ex- 
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tended  to  the  gymnasium,  and 
within  its  fire-proof  walls  no 
more  lanterns  could  be  presented 
lighted.  And  so  1900  added  to 
the  already  established  joys  and 
sorrows  of  cap  and  gown  night, 
the  presentation  of  lanterns  on 
the  campus,  that  1901  might 
have  a  real  and  not  an  imaginary 
light  through  their  college 
course. 

Desirable  as  it  is  that  tradi- 
tions should  arise,  they  must  not 
be  forced.  They  must  be  the  na- 
tural expression  of  college  spirit. 
A  tradition  that  is  followed  per- 
force fails  to  fulfil  its  purpose 
and  will  soon  become  a  dead  let- 
ter. Let  the  classes  follow  the 
old  traditions  in  the  old  spirit  as 
far  as  they  can,  and  let  them 
originate  what  good  "prece- 
dents" they  can.  In  the  history 
of  Bryn  Mawr  many  traditions 
have  come  and  gone,  while  many 
have  come  to  stay  and  have 
grow  stronger  with  each  class. 
The  history  of  these  traditions 
the  Philistine  hopes  to  print 
this  year,  both  with  the  view  to 
creating  for  the  old  traditions  a 
deeper  respect  and  with  the  hope 
of'  showing  that  some  of  these 
must  be  dropped  when  the  gen- 
eral good  of  the  college  demands 
their  sacrifice. 

G.  L.  J.,  '00. 


Chronicles  of  Our  Town. 

Let  it  not  be  supposed  because 
of  our  interest  in  the  monument 
to  the  deeds  of  our  ancestors, 
that  the  ladies  of  our  town  are 
occupied  with  aesthetics  to  the 
exclusion  of  the  practical  things 


of  life.  Not  at  all.  We  are  noth- 
ing if  not  philanthropists.  There 
is  the  orphan  asylum.  We  sup- 
ported fifty  children  for  three 
years,  just  by  organized  begging 
parties  among  the  business  men. 
The  men  were  not  always  nice 
about  it,  to  be  sure;  but,  as  one 
of  them  said:  "You  can't  abso- 
lutely turn  a  woman  out  of  your 
office — especially  if  she  is  pretty," 
so  we  generally  got  a  check.  Of 
course  one  sent  somebody  else  to 
one's  own  father  and  brothers. 
As  to  husbands — the  married 
women,  who  were  the  most  ac- 
tive part  of  our  association,  al- 
ways insisted  on  interviewing 
their  own  lords  themselves. 
Some  of  us,  the  minority  of  girls, 
thought  this  not  entirely  public 
spirited — but  that  is  beside  the 
story.  That  the  orphan  asylum 
is  now  in  a  hopelessly  forlorn 
condition  is  no  more  than  all  of 
us  expected.  When  nasty  little 
Mrs.  Wilson,  with  her  sharp 
chin  and  domineering  ways,  un- 
dertook to  run  the  thing  because, 
forsooth,  she  gave  more  than 
anybody  else,  of  course  every 
self-respecting  woman  washed 
her  hands  of  the  whole  affair, 
and  it  is  naturally  going  to  the 
dogs.  One  might  think  Mrs. 
Wilson  would  have  more  large- 
mindedness. 

I  shall  never  forget  our  part 
in  the  town  decision  on  local 
option.  We  canvassed  vigor- 
ously against  the  saloons,  but 
were  beaten  on  the  final  ballot. 
Nothing  daunted,  we  determined 
to  educate  people  up  to  a  whole- 
some horror  of  those  institutions, 
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and  after  unheard-of  efforts,  suc- 
ceeded in  having  a  law  passed  by 
which  all  the  swinging  doors  of 
the  saloons  should  be  taken  off. 
It  was  hoped  that  sin  would  be 
ashamed  before  this  publicity. 
However,  the  result  did  not  quite 
come  up  to  our  expectations.  In- 
deed the  measure  turned  upon 
the  movers,  and  the  conclusion 
was  forced  upon  us  that  after 
all  public  affairs  were  not  a  wo- 
man's province.  Those  strong- 
minded  Northern  women  might 
bear  it,  but  for  our  part  we  could 
not  understand  how  really  wo- 
manly women  could  mix  them- 
selves up  in  such  low  proceed- 
ings. We  simply  could  not  walk 
down  the  business  streets.  So 
we  petitioned  the  town  to  restore 
the  doors.  We  now  pass  the 
saloons  on  our  shopping  expedi- 
tions with  a  preoccupied  air. 

But  the  really  triumphant  field 
of  our  activity  is  "The  Alice  Day 
Nursery,"  called  "Alice"  from 
the  giver  of  the  endowment  fund. 
Taught  by  our  experience  with 
the  orphan  asylum  we  made  a 
regularly  organized  body  with 
president,  sub-officers,  and  an- 
nual elections.  One  room  in  the 
house  hired  for  the  nursery  was 
reserved  as  the  home  of  the  club. 
It  is  nicely  furnished  in  oak,  with 
a  cheerful  carpet  on  the  floor 
(roses  of  the  variety  known  as 
cabbage  on  a  buff  ground),  and 
some  pictures  in  handsome  gold 
frames  on  the  walls.  In  my  day 
the  president  presided  behind  a 
large  table,  using  her  official 
gavel  with  a  capable  air,  when 
ever  the  meeting  grew  too  noisy. 


The  yearly  elections  were  always 
hotly  contested  between  Mrs. 
Jameson  and  Mrs.  Patten,  each 
aided  by  a  few  ardent  friends. 
The  mass  of  the  club  was  as  wax 
in  the  fingers  of  these  two  cham- 
pions. Mrs.  Patten  was  the  wife 
of  a  congressman,  and  therefore 
up  on  political  methods.  More- 
over, she  was  extremely  active, 
with  the  persistence  of  a  summer 
fly,  and  possessed  of  a  very  sharp 
tongue.  She  flew  busily  from 
one  to  the  other  of  the  gossiping 
voters,  buzzed  witty  personalities 
about  the  opposition  into  their 
ears — and  left  behind  a  nicely  ar- 
ranged ballot.  After  her  fol- 
lowed Mrs.  Jameson,  the  richest 
woman  in  town,  large  and  florid, 
with  a  convincing  rustle  of  silk 
skirts,  and  a  voluble  voice.  She 
also  left  behind  a  ballot.  The 
club  woman,  interrupted  in  her 
animated  description  of  Mrs. 
Flutterton's  last  escapade,  or 
Jamie's  whooping  cough  symp- 
toms, returned  to  the  engrossing 
subject  until  voting  time,  when 
she  probably  cast  in  the  ballot 
which  had  disturbed  her  last,  if, 
to  be  sure,  she  remembered  which 
was  which.  It  was  all  very  in- 
teresting, and  gave  us  a  busy  and 
important  feeling  long  after  the 
event. 

The  rest  of  the  house  was  di- 
vided betwen  the  nurseries,  the 
kitchen,  and  the  dining-room. 
There  was  also  a  garden  for  the 
little  dears  to  play  in,  and  two 
attendants  to  look  after  them. 
The  ladies  themselves,  with 
daintily  uplifted  skirts  and  dust- 
seeking  handkerchiefs  swarmed 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


over  it  frequently  on  tours  of  in- 
spection, and  in  fact  the  whole 
thing  was  most  complete  and 
well  cared  for. 

One  thing  troubled  us  for 
some  time.  We  could  not  get 
any  babies.  In  that  warm  land 
the  children  of  the  poor  grow  up 
as  healthily  and  unaffectedly  as 
calves  on  the  range  with  no  more 
civilized  nurse  than  summer 
weather.  The  mothers,  taking 
their  sturdy,  grown  up  sons  and 
daughters  as  a  tolerable  proof  of 
success  saw  no  reason  to  change ; 
and  they  had  besides  an  innate  dis- 
trust of  something  which  you 
got  for  nothing.  Hence  we  were 
forced  to  advertise  the  advan- 
tages of  our  institution.  The  Ex- 
press puts  it  in  on  Sunday  for 
charity.  Mrs.  French,  who  is 
sometimes  disagreeably  ironic, 
made  the  suggestion,  useful  for 
once,  that  we  should  also  hire 
someone  to  go  out  and  get  babies 
every  morning.  This  we  have 
done,  and  now,  at  an  average 
cost  of  $30  per  week,  take  care  of 
three  a  day.  We  shall  doubt- 
less, in  time,  create  a  natural 
demand,  and  meanwhile  we  are 
in  thorough  working  order.  It 
is  such  a  sweet,  womanly  charity 
— a  day  nursery! 

K.  DuV.,  '02. 


Before  Supper. 

"How  do  you  like  my  gown  ?" 
asked  the  Duchess. 

"I  think  the  combination  of 
white  satin  and  pearls  exquisite," 
replied  Lady  Beatrice."  "It  is 
much  better  than  the  diamonds. 
I  am  a  little  disappointed  with 
the  fur  on  this  mauve  velvet — a 


little  commonplace,  I  am  afraid. 
Are  you  going  to  the  ball  to- 
night?" 

"To  the  ball — yes,  but  not  to 
the  Marchioness'  dinner.  You 
see  George  and  I  start  on  our 
yachting  trip  to  the  Riviera  to- 
morrow, and  I  shall  be  so  tired. 
By  the  way  I  hear  you  have  a 
new  tandem  pair.  How  do  you 
like  them?" 

"They  are  a  present  from  my 
husband.  The  dear  boy  is  so 
thoughtful.  He  has  just  had  this 
library  wainscoted  in  mahogany. 
It  makes  a  cosy  little  room,  I 
think." 

"I  am  so  worried,"  said  the 
Duchess,  "because  one  of  our 
butlers  has  lost  a  plate  from 
our  gold  dinner  service.  Care- 
less, isn't  it?" 

"My  dear,  one  of  my  garden- 
ers picked  a  rose  in  the  conserva- 
tory, yesterday.  What  are  we 
to  do?" 

"We  are  the  slaves  of  our  ser- 
vants. Yes,  I  must  go,  my  dear. 
I  have  four  or  five  small  recep- 
tions before  dinner." 

"This  is  a  busy  life,"  said  the 
Duchess.  "I  sometimes  wish  we 
could  get  rid  of  the  claims  of  so- 
ciety." 

"If  we  could  only  be  children 
for  a  little  while — no  clothes, 
no  servants,  no  balls  to  worry 
about !" 

"We  might  have  time  then  to 
really  know  each  other,"  said 
the  Duchess,  holding  her  friend's 
hand. 

A  bell  rang  from  somewhere 
upstairs;  they  both  started,  and 
then  the  two  little  girls  went 
slowly  up  to  their  nursery  tea. 
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The  Freshman  Play. 

We  heard  that  the  Freshmen 
were  discouraged  about  the  play 
and  that  is  quite  the  proper  feel- 
ing for  the  afternoon  before  the 
performance.  But  a  happier  and 
more  radiant  set  of  Freshmen 
than  those  of  last  Friday  even- 
ing have,  I  am  sure,  never  danced 
their  encores  upon  the  gymna- 
sium stage.  And  there  were  no 
lack  of  encores  to  be  demanded. 
Dance  after  dance  was  called  for 
by  the  audience  with  all  the  en- 
thusiasm that  had  greeted  the 
original  performance.  The 
grinds  once  more  clapped  their 
geology  bags  and  sang  of  all  the 
"ologies"  in  turn,  prancing 
stiffly  about  in  their  long  coats. 
The  society  girls  once  more 
swung  their  sweeping  skirts 
gracefully  in  rhythm,  while  the 
athletic  representatives  of  Bryn 
Mawr  appeared  again  a  formid- 
able trio.  The  Filipinos  did  not 
fail  to  put  in  their  appearance — 
one  is  glad  to  know  that  they 
spent  two  hours  dressing.  Even 
savages  it  would  seem  have  their 
trials.  The  proctors'  dance — 
though  no  doubt  impressive — 
seemed  to  have  a  subduing  effect 
even  upon  the  audience  and  was 
a  contrast  to  the  liveliness  of  the 
sailors'.    This  dance  was  one  of 


the  prettiest  things  of  the  even- 
ing, being  a  trifle  more  elabor- 
ate than  the  others,  while  the 
cocky  white  sailor  suits  gave  a 
general  idea  of  jauntiness  that 
was  charming.  But  this  in  turn 
was  surpassed  by  the  dance  of 
the  mermaids.  It  seemed  in- 
credible that  those  glistening, 
graceful  shadows  were  every- 
day people  and  that  the  shining 
undulations  were  only  strings  of 
"Christmas  tree"  decoration  with 
a  green  light  turned  on  them.  The 
device  was  so  simple  and  yet  so 
amazingly  effective,  it  might 
almost  serve  as  a  hint  to  Wag- 
ner's Rhine  maidens. 

The  Freshman  play  is  always 
in  large  part  music  and  dancing, 
and  Friday  night's  was  no  ex- 
ception to  the  rule,  but  it  showed 
a  sense  and  sequence  that  has 
too  often  been  lacking.  The  au- 
thoresses evidently  understood 
the  art  of  creating  effective  situ- 
ations, while  at  the  same  time 
keeping  the  thread  of  an  under- 
lying plot.  The  scenery,  the  cos- 
tuming and  the  music  were  all 
excellent — and  though  few  char- 
acters stood  out  prominently, 
there  was  ample  opportunity  for 
individual  acting.  Aguinaldo 
certainly  succeeded  in  entertain- 
ing his  audience,  while  Dewey 
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and  Funston  we  are  sure  created 
all  the  impression  they  could  have 
desired  upon  the  Bryn  Mawr 
girls.  We  must  not  close  with- 
out mentioning  the  fourth  mem- 
ber of  the  cast,  the  small  boy.  He 
it  was  who  spoke  the  epilogue — 
and  what  more  could  a  small 
boy  desire —  and  we  can  only  say 
that  we  hope  the  thundering  ap- 
plause sufficiently  answered  his 
question:  "Do  you  like  our 
play?" 


Marie. 

"Where  is  Mary?"  said  her 
father,  impatiently.  "May  I  help 
you  with  your  wrap,  my  dear? 
Where  is  the  child  ?" 

"John,"  answered  her  mother, 
"I  think  you  had  better  leave 
Molly  at  home — indeed  I  do !" 

"Nonsense!"  said  her  father, 
decidedly,  "she  must  learn! 
Mary!"  (Raising  his  voice.) 
"Come  at  once  and  put  on  your 
hat  and  gloves.  It  is  time  for 
church." 

The    little    girl    in   the    room 


and  sat  up  trembling  on  the  edge 
of  the  bed. 

"Oui,  mon  pere!"  she  answer- 
ed faintly. 

"And  do  stop  talking  French !" 
added  her  father. 


above  lifted  her  face  from  the 
pillows  where  it  had  been  buried, 


».« i/" 


"Oui — yes,  sir!"  said  Mary, 
dutifully.  She  had  often  said  to 
herself  that  she  would  try  to  talk 
English,  but  if  someone  in  this 
strange  new  fatherland  of  hers 
would  only  say  "Marie!" — at 
least  that  would  remind  her  of  the 
dear  convent  school  in  that  dear 
country  so  far  away  where  she 
had  spent  all  that  she  could  re- 
member of  her  short  life.  Of 
course  she  was  glad  that  her 
pretty  mother  was  strong  enough 
now  to  be  at  home  and  have 
Marie  with  her,  but  the  strange 
ways  of  her  family  and  above 
all  this  last  development  were 
almost  too  terrible.  Why  must 
she  go  to  church  when  it  was 
not  a  Saint's  day  at  all  ?  She  did 
not  understand  this  Thanksgiv- 
ing Day,  and  she  did  not  want  to 
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go  to  church.  She  did  not  like 
church  in  America — there  was 
nothing  to  do,  and  so  much  talk- 
ing made  you  sleepy.  And  here 
they  were  making  her  go  on  an 
extra  day.  She  had  looked  to 
see — it  was  not  on  the  church 
calendar  that  Soeur  Celestine 
had  given  her — she  would  not 
go !  But  what  is  one  to  do  when 
one's  big  papa  orders  ?  So  Marie 
called  back  "Oui — yes !"  and 
went  reluctantly  to  the  bureau 
for  her  gloves. 

When  they  all  started  down 
the  front  walk,  Marie's  mother 
held  her  hand  out  to  the  little 
girl,  and  the  small  fingers  were 
obediently  resigned  to  her,  but 
Marie's  heart  was  rebellious. 

Once  in  the  church  the  strings 
of  apples  and  sheaves  of  grain 
occupied  her  somewhat,  and  a 
faint  hope  rose  within  her  that 
there  might  be  more  to  look  at, 
and  less  to  hear,  than  usual. 
Then  her  wondering  eyes  fell 
upon  the  straight  young  figure  of 
the  girl  in  front,  the  minister's 
daughter.  Did  that  pretty  young 
lady,  who  always  looked  so  kind- 
ly at  Marie — did  she  like  to  hear 
that  big  man,  her  father,  talk  and 
talk?  It  seemed  so.  The  sing- 
ing was  over  now,  and  they  were 
all  sitting  quiet,  but  the  young 
lady  had  turned  her  sweet  face 
towards  the  pulpit  and  was  lis- 
tening as  if  she  really  enjoyed 
it !  Perhaps  he  was  saying  some- 
thing nice.  Why  yes !  She 
knew  about  the  Pilgrim  Fathers ! 
They  were  in  l'Histoire  des  Etats 
Unis.  So  Marie  listened  too — 
until  it  occurred  to  her  that  the 
minister  had  talked  long  enough. 


Then  her  gaze  went  back  to  the 
pretty  young  lady.  How  sweet 
she  was !  And  she  liked  it — she 
was  still  listening — so  would 
Marie!  She  had  been  afraid  of 
people  here  in  America,  because 
they  were  so  different  from  Soeur 
Celestine,  but  here  was  someone 
who  looked  so  kind  and  gentle 
that  Marie  could  not  be  afraid  of 
her.  And  she  liked  church — 
Marie  would  too.  And  the  min- 
ister certainly  said  nice  things 
about  the  Pilgrim  Fathers. 

So  love  and  belief  in  mankind 
struggled  into  her  dark  little 
soul,  and  a  glimmer  of  trust  in 
the  faith  of  her  English  ances- 


tors. -She  looked  up  from  under 
the  brim  of  her  broad  velvet  hat, 
at  her  father,  and  he  at  the  same 
moment  turned  and  smiled  down 
affectionately  into  her  serious 
eyes.  Marie  gave  a  long  sigh 
and  pulled  her  mother's  dress. 
"I  like  church  in  America,"  she 
whispered.  F.  M.,  '02. 
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Uncle  and  Aunt  Dorraan. 

In  this  little  white  farm  house, 
so  clean  and  trim  without  and  so 
uncomfortable  within,  Uncle  and 
Aunt  Dorman  had  lived  in  lonely 
companionship  as  long  as  the 
village  could  remember.  If  there 
had  ever  been  any  children,  they 
had  many  years  ago  scattered 
into  the  world,  and  had  com- 
pletely passed  out  of  the  life  and 
indeed  the  remembrance  of  the 
two  old  people.  Uncle  Dorman 
was  the  pride  of  the  village — 
aged  ninety-eight,  with  prospects 
of  living  to  be  a  hundred.  His 
devoted,  toiling  wife  was  only 
eighty-seven  and  therefore  a  per- 
son of  no  public  importance ;  but 
the  trembling  head  and  furrowed 
little  face  that  nodded  above  the 
large  round  necklace  of  family 
gold  beads,  suggested  at  least  a 
century  of  care  and  hardship. 
Offers  of  neighborly  assistance 
in  the  tending  of  her  helpless 
husband  were  scorned  and  gently 
refused ;  and  we  could  only  guess 
with  what  difficulty  the  totter- 
ing steps  of  the  old  woman  went 
about  the  daily  "chores,"  con- 
cerning which  she  was  so  proud- 
ly reticent.  Yet  visitors,  how- 
ever inopportune,  were  always 
greeted  with  courtesy  though  not 
always  with  welcome.  Some- 
times indeed,  as  the  summer  wore 
on,  she  would  merely  present  her 
poor  shaking  head  at  a  cautious 
chink  in  the  door  and  say  with 
a  deprecating  smile :  "I  guess  I 
won't  ask  ye  in  this  mornin'. 
He's  bad  with  the  fever  and  the 
ager ;"  but  more  often  she  would 
usher   us   into   the   stuffy   little 


kitchen  and  fondly  display 
feeble  old  Uncle  Dorman,  half 
unconscious  in  his  great  chair. 
"Yas,  I  do  hope  he'll  live  to  be 
a  hundred,"  she  would  say  cheer- 
fully, then,  her  face  clouding, 
"but  folks  will  die." 

And  late  in  the  autumn,  long 
after  we  had  waved  a  passing 
good-bye  to  the  white  farm  house 
and  the  shadowy  little  woman, 
standing  arms  akimbo  in  the 
doorway,  we  heard  that  in  the 
first  "cold  spell"  the  two  old  peo- 
ple had  died,  as  they  had  lived, 
together. 

A.  I.  S.,  '03. 


Freshman  Play  Songs. 
Bryn   Mawr    Girls   to    Fili- 
pinos. 
Tune. — "Chin,    Chin,    China- 
man." 

Some  of  us  like  learning,  some 
adore  society, 

And  many  husky  maids  are  ath- 
letic as  can  be. 

And  so  by  fellow-students  from 
our  far-off  land  we're  sent, 

To  teach  the  Filipino  girls  about 
self-government. 

Chorus. 

So  gather  round,  all  ye  Filipinos 
fair, 

We  will  help  you  lighten  all  the 
burdens  that  you  bear; 

We'll  tell  you  of  self-govern- 
ment, our  bright  abiding 
star. 

We'll  sing  of  liberty  and  Bryn 
Mawr. 

We'll  teach  you  to  make  fudges, 
and  we'll  teach  you  to  make 
tea, 
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And  roast  beef  every  single  night 
you'll  have  the  same  as  we. 

Don't  hammer  thumb-tacks  in 
your  walls,  for  fear  of  mak- 
ing dents, 

For  every  scratch  you'll  find  that 
they'll  fine  you  50  cents. 


Filipino  Co-Ed.  Song. 

Tune. — "Coon,  Coon,  Coon." 

We're    feeling    rather    blue   to- 
night, 
Now  hear  the  reason  why — 
We  feel  that  we  are  very  green, 

and  also  rather  shy. 
If  we  but  lift  our  voices, 

We're  tangled  in  a  mesh. 
The  bold,  bad  Sophomores  hoot 
at  us,  and  cry,  "Young  man, 
you're  fresh." 


Chorus. 

Green,  green,  green,  we  wish  our 
color  would  fade. 

Green,  green,  green,  we'd  like 
another  shade. 

Green,  green,  green,  the  freshest 
ever  seen. 

We  wish  that  we  were  Sopho- 
mores 'stead  of  Freshmen, 
green. 

Because   we're   men   instead   of 
girls, 
They  treat  us  oh !  so  bad ! 

They  bully  us,  they  hustle  us, 
They  make  us  awful  mad! 

But  notwithstanding  all  our 
trials  we  love  the  Sopho- 
more. 

We  look  with  awe  and  wonder  on 
the  Class  of  1904. 


THE  BROADENING  INFLUENCE 


FRESHMAN. 


SOPHOMORB. 
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Proctors'  Song. 

Tune— "Oh!  Oh!  Miss  Phoebe." 

Hush!      Hush!      The    Proctor 

band, 
Hush!    Hush!    Steals    through 

the  land ! 
Freshmen  shake  and  quake  with 

fear, 
When  we   birds   of   prey   draw 

near. 
Hush!    Hush!    we've    got    you 

now! 
Hush !  Hush !  don't  make  a  row ! 
When  we've  caught  you  none  can 

save  you. 
From  the  clutch  of  Proctors. 


15 
mock     at 


Hush !     Hush !     we 

groans ! 
Hush!  Hush!  we  scrunch  your 

bones ! 
We  sit  and  gloat  as  we  cut  your 

throat. 
We  heed  no  cries,  our  hearts  are 

stones. 
Hush!   Hush!   your  nerves  we 

rack! 
Hush!    Hush!    your   skulls    we 

crack ! 
We  Proctor  hosts  like  fiendish 

ghosts, 
Attired  all  in  black. 


OF  COLLEGE. 


JUNIOR. 


SENIOR. 
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Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.  Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 

J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


902  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  SAMUEL 


Formerly  of 
1529  Chestnut  St. 


announces  her  removal  to 

1623  Chestnut 

and  is  now  ready  with  a 
fall  assortment  of  V    V 

French  Models 
Hats,  Bonnets  and  Toques, 
Neck   Ruffs   and  Veilings 

New  Department  in  charge  of  MR.  H.  LEVY,  formerly 
with  Madame  Nash 

Ladies'    Tailor-made    Gowns,    Riding 
Habits,  Evening  Wraps     •.*.•.     •.'     .-. 


»»»»»»a»a££5S£££»a£3ss^^s»as£»3»»a»^£sa£$s»»aa»a»f 


i 


Scbreiber  &  Kerr 


■*>-; 


N-* 


1  (f  AlflfK  for  Morning  Wear,  Walk- 

|  UWfll9  ing>  Traveling,  Yachting, 

<*>  and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 

*  Sports  and  Pastimes    J*  J*  J*  J*  J*  & 


Ladies*  Tailors 


135  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET .  .  . 

Philadelphia 


® 


ALL  GOODS  MADE  ON  THESE  PREMISES 


«F 


Kodaks 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Opticians 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
Broad  Street  Station 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 
PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of- 


FURS 


AND 


HATS 

-For  Young  Ladies 
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Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Acadomic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     c°TiteHe?ce 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 

Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1 2 14  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 

most  dellclonc 

Stephen    F.  Whitman  &  Son 

13 16  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOKS  and 

Stationery 


^ 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

J222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles^""*  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co* 

i—        OPTICIANS 
JOJO  CHESTNUT  STREET 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

/\(Clee's  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


^ICtUPCS  and 

.  • .  Steals 

The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

<&      Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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m  so.  12th  st. 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing; 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 


DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM? 

MODERATE    PRICES 

BOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY 

BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  G-ilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

'I'tie  Bryu  mawr  Pharmacies 

OLDESTAND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    Ail  kinds 
of  Stationery.      Prescriptions  a    Specialty. 

GOODS   DELIVERED   PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN   MOORE 

eTkTwilson  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists   in    Fine    Shoe    Repairing    and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundry,  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

PRIGKiTT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


FENNER'S,  Lancaster   Ave. 

CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .-.      V      .'.      V 

Home-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 

BRINTON  BROS. 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  North  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North  Ninth  St., 
Phila.,  Pa.,  also  30 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


iSvil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3943-49  market  St. 

Philadelphia  :::::: 

^PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 


The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 

THE  ROUTE  OF 

The   Pennsylvania 
Limited 


THE  MOST  PERFECT  RAILWAY 
TRAIN  OF  THIS  PROGRESSIVE 
AGE      .-.     v     .-.     v    .-.     v     .-.     v 

RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 

New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis  _ 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every  Home    Comfort 


S.-tsbs 


SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

An  unequaled  combination  of 
comfort  and  economy 


WOMEN'S  CALFSKIN 
BLUCHERS  —  Heavy 
Sole,  Extension  Edge     . 

WOriEN'S  CALFSKIN 
LACE  BOOT— Dull  Tops, 
Extra  Heavy  Sole,  Ex- 
tension Edge     .... 


$5«oo 

$5.00 


A  fine  assortment -of/Superior  Slippers, 
\J  :$3..$OfUf.:  ^Special  selection  of  orna- 
'   'nients-  and"  trimmings; applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference. 


Cousins 


1226 


Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA,    PA. 


FOR  PRIVATE  CIRCULATION  ONLY 

Published  Fortnightly  at  Bryn  Mawr 
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Editorial. 

Christmas  is  with  us  again. 
How  absolutely  incredible  it  all 
seems  ?  Even  a  calendar  has  dif- 
ficulty in  convincing  The  Phil- 
istine that  this  is  an  absolute 
fact.  It  feels  as  if  at  least  a  fort- 
night or  two  had  mysteriously 
dropped  out  somewhere.  To  be 
sure,  its  incredulity  is  rather 
roughly  shaken  when  it  sees  such 
sage  young  women  as  one  meets 


at  Graduate  Teas,  solemnly  em- 
broidering collarettes,  or  notes 
the  wild  passion  for  going  city- 
ward that  is  steadily  developing 
among  the  dwellers  in  its  midst, 
or  feels  the  crowded  conditions 
of  the  Philadelphia  streets,  with 
its  impatient,  uncomplaisant, 
jostling  humanity  flowing  un- 
ceasingly up  and  down,  up  and 
down,  as  if  perpetually  desirous 
of  making  an  ever  elusive  train. 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


Nevertheless,  we  are  treading 
closely  on  the  heels  of  the  Christ- 
mas vacation,  and  the  time  of 
the  year  when  we  must  provide 
ourselves  with  suitable  tokens 
of  affection  for  fathers,  brothers, 
sisters,  mothers,  maiden  aunts 
and  old  bachelor  uncles,  big 
friends  and  little  friends,  .  . 
.  .  an  interminable  list,  is  all 
too  soon  upon  us.  For  this  is 
the  season  of  the  year  when  one 
and  all  rack  their  brains  day  and 
night  for  weeks,  to  conjure  up 
some  new  and  original  gifts  to 
lay  at  the  shrines  of  maiden  aunts 
and  antique  cousins.  This  is  the 
season  of  the  year  when,  after 
sleepless  nights  spent  wrestling 
with  this  harrowing  problem,  one 
procures  a  dozen  or  so  Bryn 
Mawr  calendars  and  distributes 
them  carte  blanche,  remember- 
ing with  rather  dubious  feelings 
of  satisfaction  the  exclamations : 
"Sweet!"  "How  cute!"  "Do 
the  girls  at  your  school  really  do 
them?"  with  which  one's  1901 
calendars  were  received,  and 
wondering  vaguely  how  many 
years  it  will  take  to  paper  the 
room  in  the  vicinity  of  one's  cap 
and  gown  picture  (a  corner  es- 
pecially devoted  to  one's  self  and 
Bryn  Mawr),  with  Bryn  Mawr 
calendars.  This  is  the  time  of 
the  year  when  one  spends  whole 
afternoons  delving  among  Hen- 
tys,  Oliver  Optics,  Howard 
Pyles  and  Ernest  Seton  Thomp- 
sons, in  one's  efforts  to  pro- 
vide for  the  small  boys  of  one's 
acquaintance,  and  when  one 
takes  it  as  a  mortal  insult  that 
Rudyard  Kipling  has  ceased  to 
write    Jungle    Books.      "Small 


boys  are  such  enigmas !  It  seems 
utterly  impossible  to  fathom  the 
literary  tastes  of  their  funny 
little  tousled  heads."  One  sighs 
and  at  length  bolts  from  Coates' 
into  the  nearest  hardware  shop, 
there  to  indulge  copiously  in 
some  most  villainous  looking 
jack  knives.  There  is  nothing  of 
the  originality  one  might  expect 
in  this  thought  to  be  sure,  how- 
ever, one  remembers  the  joy, 
with  which  a  certain  small  boy 
last  Christmas  said :  "It's  bully 
to  get  four  knives,  because  then 
you  can  lose  three  without 
minding,"  and  one's  heart  ex- 
pands with  the  pleasant  warmth 
of  giving. 

But  why  should  The  Phil- 
istine add  another  chapter  to 
what  has  come  to  be  an  old  story, 
this  annual  fruitless  struggle  to 
give  every  one  what  he  or  she 
most  desires.  Should  it  not 
rather  devote  its  space  to  wish- 
ing every  one  a  most  glorious 
vacation,  and  while  incidentally 
hoping  that  each  and  all  will  not 
be  swamped  in  the  probable  del- 
uge of  "Bryn  Mawr  Stories,"  join 
a  certain  old  friend  of  our  youth 
in  saying:  "Merry  Christmas  to 
all  and  to  all  a  'good-bye.' ': 


All  who  have  the  best  inter- 
ests of  Bryn  Mawr  at  heart  can- 
not but  be  happy  this  Christ- 
mas when  they  think  of  Mr. 
John  D.  Rockefeller's  gift  to  the 
College.  Of  course  the  condi- 
tion under  which  the  gift  is  made 
is  rather  appalling,  for,  to  be  sure, 
it  will  be  no  small  thing  to  raise 
by  subscription  in  less  than  six 
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months  so  large  a  sum  as  a  quar- 
ter of  a  million  of  dollars.  Yet 
The  Philistine  feels  that  this 
can  be  done  and  that  Mr.  Rocke- 
feller's proviso,  a  most  thought- 
ful one  under  the  circumstances, 
will  finally  help  Bryn  Mawr  to 
achieve  what  is  at  present  its 
highest  ambition.  For  will  not 
others,  by  this  very  proviso,  be 
inspired  to  help  Bryn  Mawr  ?  Is 
it  not  human  nature  to  want  to 
give  where  others  are  giving  and 
where  one's  money  will  bring  the 
greatest  amount  of  return?  So 
all  those  who  are  inclined  to  help 
Bryn  Mawr  will  be  strongly  in- 
fluenced to  do  so  when  they 
think  how  much  Bryn  Mawr  has 
to  lose  by  their  refusal  of  aid. 
And  many,  let  us  hope,  who 
know  nothing  of  the  needs  of 
Bryn  Mawr,  will  by  the  condi- 
tions of  Mr.  Rockefeller's  gift,  be 
led  to  look  into  Bryn  Mawr's 
affairs  and  in  their  turn  extend  a 
helping  hand  to  the  College.  In 
pledging  himself  to  build  the  new 
dormitory  and  the  light  and  heat 
plant,  Mr.  Rockefeller  has  selec- 
ted just  those  objects  of  our  need 
which  in  their  uninteresting  use- 
fulness are  least  likely  to  appeal 
to  the  esthetic  fancies  of  those 
who  may  rather  uneuphemisti- 
cally  be  called  the  "Givers,"  and 
has  left  what  would  seem  a  most 
inspiring  object  for  gifts.  Never- 
theless, that  there  may  be  no 
possibility  of  failure  to  raise  our 
quarter  of  a  million  of  dollars  be- 
fore the  first  of  June,  it  behooves 
one  and  all  to  make  a  tremendous 
effort  to  bring  the  present  condi- 
tion of  college  affairs  before  the 


eyes  of  everyone  who  by  any 
possible  chance  may  be  interested 
and  able  to  give,  or  who  may  in- 
terest others  able  to  give,  in  our 
College,  for,  in  so  doing,  each' 
and  every  one  of  us  may  give  our 
little  best  to  help  Bryn  Mawr  to 
attain  the  goal  of  its  ambitions. 


It  was  with  infinite  relief  last 
Saturday  night  that  The  Phil- 
istine noted  the  steady  proces- 
sion of  Saint  Benves,  Bruntieres 
and  Gautiers  radiating  back 
again  to  their  nooks  on  the  Li- 
brary shelves.  The  Philistine 
rather  hoped  that  a  certain  insati- 
able greed  for  language  that  has 
recently  developed  in  certain  por- 
tions of  the  collegiate  body  might 
have  been  appeased.  But  it  was 
wrong;  the  appetite  merely 
sought  variety,  and  now  a 
greater  passion  than  ever  for 
French  has  developed  for  Ger- 
man. How  long  is  this  to  con- 
tinue, this  omnivorous  passion 
for  foreign  words  ?  The  Philis- 
tine groans.  Poor  undergradu- 
ate body,  if  the  Freytags, 
Heyses  and  Storms  do  not  soon 
follow  in  the  footsteps  of 
French ! 


College  Notes. 

The  well-known  overcrowded 
condition  of  the  College  for  years 
past,  made  the  following  needs 
into  pressing  necessities : 

A  library  building  with  ample 
book  room,  reading  room,  semi- 
nars, and  consultation  rooms, 
$250,000. 

A  new  dormitory,  $130,000. 

A  light  and  heat  plant  to  fur- 
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nish  a  common  source  of  heat, 
and  electric  lights,  to  replace  the 
present  separate  boilers  and  fur- 
naces, and  student  lamps,  $100,- 
ooo. 

A  students'  building-,  with  an 
auditorium,  banquet  hall,  edi- 
torial rooms  for  the  college  pub- 
lications, and  rooms  for  visiting 
alumnae,  $50,000. 

Total,  $530,000. 

Last  spring,  Mrs.  Andrews  in- 
terested Mr.  John  D.  Rockefeller 
in  the  College,  and  as  a  result 
his  agents  have  twice  visited  the 
College,  an  agent  incognito,  to 
examine  the  conditions  of  Bryn 
Mawr,  as  regarded  the  over- 
crowding, and  a  building  agent, 
Mr.  Thornton,  to  examine  the 
buildings  and  the  building  plans. 
Being  satisfied  with  what  was  re- 
ported to  him,  Mr.  Rockefeller 
has  offered  the  College  $230,000 
to  pay  for  the  dormitory  and  the 
light  and  heat  plant,  on  the  con- 
dition that  Bryn  Mawr  raise  the 
$250,000  necessary  for  the  library 
building,  before  Commencement 
Day,  1902.  In  default  of  this, 
the  gift  lapses. 

The  original  endowment  of  the 
College  was  $1,000,000,  there- 
fore, if  these  sums  be  procured 
they  will  equal  one-half  of  the 
original  sum.  To  have  so  prince- 
ly a  gift  slip  through  the  Col- 
lege's fingers  must  not  even  be 
imagined,  therefore,  Miss 
Thomas  wishes  students  and 
alumnae  to  co-operate  in  the 
effort  of  raising  the  amount 
needed.  She  wants  it  in  $10,000 
subscriptions.  She  would  also 
like  to  be  informed  of  the  names 


of  those  students  and  alumnae 
whose  families  are  able  to  sub- 
scribe toward  this  fund.  Every 
dollar  given,  Mr.  Rockefeller 
doubles. 

The  question  of  the  Freshman 
Class's  giving  up  their  rooms  and 
drawing  over  again  in  the  spring 
is  to  be  reconsidered. 

Owing  to  the  crowding  out 
of  the  friends  of  the  Seniors 
from  the  Chapel,  last  year  at 
Commencement,  Miss  Thomas 
has  decided  that  the  Freshman 
Class  may  not  attend  the  Com- 
mencement exercises  this  year. 
The  Philistine  hopes  that  this 
will  not  interfere  with  their  mak- 
ing charming  daisy  chains,  Com- 
mencement morning. 

The  burning  of  the  Yale  dor- 
mitory has  showed  the  dreadful 
possibilities  connected  with  a 
dormitory  fire,  therefore,  Miss 
Thomas  wishes  the  fire  brigade 
to  increase  its  vigilance,  and  the 
students,  more  than  ever,  to  be 
careful  in  the  use  of  their  lamps. 

The  Senior  Oral  in  French  was 
held  on  Saturday,  December  7. 

There  will  be  a  sale  held  in 
the  gymnasium  on  Saturday,  De- 
cember 14,  from  4  to  6  and  from 
8  to  10  p.  m.,  for  the  benefit  of 
the   students'   building. 

A  new  stage  is  to  be  built  for 
the  gymnasium,  as  the  old  one 
is  unsafe. 

A  collection  of  Bryn  Mawr  Col- 
lege songs,  including  class  songs, 
lantern  songs,  and  oral  songs,  has 
been  published  by  1902.  Copies 
may  be  obtained  from  Clarice 
Crane,  Merion  Hall,  for  fifty 
cents  apiece. 
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Their  Efforts. 

The  two  looked  as  if  they  had 
stepped  out  of  one  of  William 
Chase's  pictures,  as  they  lay  on 
the  rug  with  the  light  from  the 
nursery  fire  on  their  round-cut 
hair  and  touching  the  scarlet 
chevrons  of  their  blue  sailor 
dresses.  Marjorie,  who  had  been 
pondering  over  the  advertisement 
pages  of  the  Century  for  some 
time,  suddenly  began  to  read 
aloud,    very   rapidly : 

"  '  For  the  best  poem  advertis- 
ing our  wares,  written  by  a  child 
under  twelve  years  of  age,  we 
will  award  a  large,  handsomely 
colored  copy  of  the  Sistine  Ma- 
donna, Raphael's  greatest  mas- 
terpiece.' Helen — wouldn't  it  be 
fine  if  we  could  get  it  for  Fran- 


ces' Christmas  present  ?  I  haven't 
thought  of  a  thing  for  her." 

"She  just  loves  pictures,"  in- 
terrupted Helen,  "and  she  would 
hang  it  in  her  room  at  college. 
She  has  one  Madonna  already, 
but  it  is  by  Murillo,  I  think,  any- 
way it  isn't  this  one.  Just  think 
how  proud  she  will  be.  Do  lets 
do  the  poem  right  away.  I'll 
write  one  verse  and  you  can  do 
the  other.  I  never  could  write 
very  good  poetry,  but  I'd  work 
awfully  to  get  that  picture.  Do 
go  and  get  pencils !" 

And  Marjorie,  too  interested 
to  protest,  meekly  walked  to  the 
desk  and  back  again.  Then  for  a 
full  half-hour  they  sat  gazing 
into  the  fire,  writing  down  a  few 
words   and   then   erasing   them. 
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Helen  finally  broke  the  spell  by 
saying  apologetically : 

"Shall  I  read  you  what  I  have 
written,  and  will  you  correct  it 
and  do  the  other  verse?  This 
is  it: 

"  'Why   Mary  Jane !'   said  kind 

mamma, 
'How  very  bright  your  pie-pans 

are!' 
'O  ma'am,'  says  Mary  Jane,  'they 

be, 
They're  cleaned  with  Johnson's 

soap,  you  see !' ': 

"I  should  think  that  would  do 
for  a  beginning,"  came  the  meas- 
ured tones  of  the  critic.  "Go  on 
to  the  other  verse  now — think 
hard,  and  poke  me  if  I  get  to 
dreaming." 

The  excitements  of  Christmas 
morning  were  almost  over,  the 
stockings  had  been  explored,  the 
packages  unwrapped,  and  the 
breakfast  bell  had  rung,  yet  in 
the  midst  of  the  gaiety,  two 
small  girls  hid  themselves  behind 
the  portieres  of  the  library  win- 
dows to  watch  for  the  gray  figure 
of  the  postman. 

"If  it  does  not  come  now  it  is 
no  use  at  all,"  groaned  Helen. 
"Frances  is  wondering  where  her 
present  is  because  we  teased  her 
so,  telling  her  it  was  gorgeous. 
Suppose  it  should  all  be  a  fraud 
like  the  watch  we  tried  to  get  by 
subscribing  to  that  awful  maga- 
zine— or  like — "  But  fortun- 
ately the  appearance  of  the  post- 
man prevented  the  recalling  of 
any  more  tragedies,  and  brought 
their  anxiety  to  its  climax.    They 


besieged  his  arms  full  of  pack- 
ages and  extricated  one  plainly 
labelled  "Johnson's  Soap."  But, 
awful  calamity,  the  long  roll  was 
bent  in  the  middle  and  roughly 
torn  at  both  ends.  Then  the 
two,  each  trying  to  be  brave  for 
the  sake  of  the  other,  yet  too 
brokenhearted  to  keep  back  the 
tears,  went  slowly  and  sorrow- 
fully upstairs  to  present  to  Fran- 
ces the  tattered  fruit  of  their 
labors.  But  their  tears  were 
gone,  and  their  faces  flushed  with 
triumph  when  they  joined  the 
family  at  breakfast,  later.  Both 
were  too  eager  to  allow  of  their 
story's  being  understood  very 
clearly ;  how  Frances  had 
mended  the  Madonna  in  two 
places,  and  cut  off  most  of  the 
advertisement  from  the  bottom, 
and  tacked  it  up  on  the  inside  of 
her  closet  door.  And — incredible 
but  true — she  liked  it  exactly  as 
well  torn  as  whole! 

L.  P.  A.,  '03. 


Mrs.  Bailey  on  College. 

"Good  art'noon,  Miss.  I  guess 
you'll  be  goin'  home  t'  Christmas 
soon,  won't  ye?  M — m — 
thought  so.  Be  glad,  won't  ye? 
Guess  y'r  folks  '11  be  glad  t'  see 
ye.  Want  me  t'  fix  ye  a  dress — 
no?  Make  a  waist?  Well,  let 
me  see.  I'm  awful  busy  now. 
All  th'  young  ladies  at  th'  college 
keeps  comin'  down.  Want  t'  get 
somethin'  stylish  made  b'fore 
they  goes  home.  Yes,  I  know. 
Clothes  does  get  run  down  when 
you're  at  school.  An'  playin' 
games  that-a-way  like  you  young 
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ladies  does  I  jest  wonder  they 
don't  get  worse  n  they  do. 

"Oh  no!  I  couldn't  do  it  fer 
ye  very  soon.  Not  tell  day  aft' 
to-morrow,  anyway.  I've  got 
such  a  lot  t'  do — an'  Christmas 
time  too,  an'  me  havin'  s'  much 
cookin'  t'  do  fer  a  lady  near 
here.  Ye  know,  I'm  a  Southern 
woman — I  was  born  in  th'  South, 
but  I've  lived  here  since  I  was  a 
little  girl — an'  I'm  a  real  good 
cook.  Miss  Smith  says  to  me 
last  week:  'Miss  Bailey,'  she 
says,  'I  wouldn'  let  anyone  but 
you  make  my  plum  puddin'  fer 
you're  a  Southern  woman  an' 
knows  how.'  An'  I'm  not  the 
kind  to  sit  here  an'  say  it  if  it 
wasn't  true.  But  if  I'm  not  feel- 
in'  better  soon,  I'm  'fraid  I'll 
have  t'  stop  so  much  cookin'  an' 
washin'.  My  cough  is  jest 
dreadful. 

"You  want  it  sure?  O  yes, 
Miss,  you'll  have  it  when  I  say 
you  will.  I  know,  it  was  too  bad 
ye  didn't  get  it  last  time  when  I 
said  ye  would,  but  my  little  girl 
was  sick  an'  I  had  such  a  cold  on 
my  lungs.  I've  used  Scott's 
Emulsion  an'  put  flannel  an'  tur- 
pentine on  my  chest,  but  it  don't 
cure  me.  It's  this  climate, 
Southerners — 

"Well,  we  won't  set  th'  day, 
Miss.  I'll  get  it  fer  ye  as  soon 
's  ever  I  can.  Have  it  by  Wed- 
nesday fer  ye — if  I  can.  But  of 
course  if  I  don't  have  it  done 
then,  ye  have  s'  many  pretty 
waists  t'  wear  it  won't  matter. 
Yes,  I  know  ye  want  it,  an'  I'm 
goin'  t'  give  it  to  ye  Wednesday. 
An'   I'll  be  sure,   if   I   don't  t' 


have  it  ready  fer  ye  t'  go  home, 
Christmas.  You  want  t'  be  real 
stylish  then,  an'  s'prise  yer  folks. 

"Yes,  Miss,  I'll  cut  it  long  in 
front — that-a-way — as  long  as  I 
think  '11  be  right,  an'  if  it  ain't 
long  enough,  why  of  course  we 
can  piece  it  down.  'T  won't 
show  much  at  all.  I  wouldn't 
have  it  made  with  a  yoke,  Miss. 
None  of  th'  ladies  at  th'  college 
does.  Now  here's  a  waist  Miss 
Miller  had  made  in  New  York — 
cost  eight  dollars.  It  ain't  got  no 
yoke.  Well,  of  course,  if  you 
want  it,  I  don't  s'pose  it  matters, 
only  it  ain't  th'  latest  thing.  I 
s'pose  you  knows.  Got  a  waist 
in  New  York  with  one?  Well, 
I  declare.  Strange  that  none  of 
the  other  college  ladies  knows 
that. 

"What's  this  I  hear  's  goin' 
on  at  th'  college?  Oruls — that's 
it.  What  do  ye  mean  by  em, 
Miss  ?  One  lady  was  tellin'  me 
'bout  em — Miss  Briggs.  You 
don't  know  her?  That's  strange. 
She's  such  a  nice  young  lady — 
lives  in  that  last  house.  What's 
th'  name?  Why  do  they  call  it 
that?  Funny  name,  ain't  it? 
S'pose  its  German  or  French. 
That's  what  ye  do  in  th'  oruls, 
ain't  it?  I  learned  French  once. 
My  sister  could  read  it  real 
pretty.  I  want  my  little  girl  t' 
learn  it,  but  they  don't  teach  it 
in  th'  public  school.  I've 
thought  sometime  I'd  try  t'  teach 
it  m'self,  only  I  don't  have  time. 

"I  thought  I'd  like  t'  haye  my 
little  girl  learn  English,  an'  I 
heard  the'd  a  right  good  English 
teacher  up  t'  th'  college — Miss 
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Carrie  Thomas  her  name  is.  I 
think  I'll  write  t'  her  sometime. 
I  tell  ye,  Miss,  ignorance  is  an 
awful  thing-.  It's  s'  nice  fer  ye 
all  t'  be  livin'  up  t'  th'  college, 
all  together  that-a-way.  Ye  can 
help  one  another  with  yer  les- 
sons. Livin'  alone  't  ain't  no 
encouragement  t'  read  an'  learn. 
I  read  a  little  every  night.  I've 
got  a  real  interestin'  book  now — 
'The  English  Woman's  Love 
Letters.'  I  seen  it  in  th'  waste- 
basket  at  Miss  Smith's  an'  I 
thought  I'd  be  interested,  fer  my 
grandmother  was  an  English- 
woman. My  grandfather  was  a 
Southern  gentleman  an'  my  hus- 
band was  a  sailor.  Folks  uster 
wonder  that   I'd  marry   a  man 


with  no  fortune.  But  my  hus- 
band was  a  man  of  prayer,  an' 
it  was  as  good  as  a  book  t'  hear 
him  talk.  Yes,  Miss.  He  was 
drowned  five  year  ago.  Ye 
know,  I  think  this  English  wo- 
man's real  simple  sometimes 
'bout  that  feller.  But  o'  course 
I  ought  n'  t'  criticise,  b'cause  the 
folks  thet  wrote  that  book  knows 
a  lot  more  'bout  it  than  me. 

"You  want  th'  stripes  t'  run 
th'a-a-way.  Yes,  Miss.  That's 
real  stylish  now.  I'll  make  it 
pretty  fer  ye.  An'  I'll  have  it 
done  fer  ye  Wednesday,  an'  if 
I  don't,  any  ways  ye  '11  have  it 
t'  go  home  Christmas." 

G.  L.  J.,  'oo. 


Alumnae  Notes. 

'oo. 
Hilda  Loines  expects  to  spend 
the     winter     at     the     Briarcliff 
Farms,  where  she  will  study  agri- 
culture and  gardening, 
'oo. 
Helen  Maclay  and  Maud  Low- 
rey  spent  a  week  in  Baltimore 
visiting  Mary  Kilpatrick. 
'oi. 
A.  E.  White,  Marion  Parris, 


Katharine  Lord,  Marion  Reilly, 
Edith  Campbell,  Louise  Brown, 
and  Ethel  Cantlin  have  been 
visiting  at  College. 

'oi. 

Marion  Parris,  Virginia  Os- 
trom,  Ethel  Cantlin,  Frances 
Ream,  Evelyn  Fiske,  Madge 
Miller,  and  Elizabeth  Daly  are 
going  to  make  their  debut  this 
winter. 
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On  a  Mississippi  Steamboat. 

It  was  growing  dark  and  it 
was  with  some  difficulty  that  I 
climbed  the  long  flight  of  stairs 
that  led  to  the  pilot-house.  The 
pilot  turned  and  grunted  a 
friendly  welcome  as  I  entered, 
and  waved  his  hand  vaguely  to- 
wards the  high  seat  with  its 
shiny  black  leather  cushions  that 
ran  along  the  back  of  the  small 
room.  I  recognized  the  fact  that 
he  was  in  the  midst  of  a  difficult 
crossing,  so  I  climbed  up  in 
silence  and  sat  for  some  time 
looking  down  through  the  big 
windows  at  the  river  and  the 
great  dark  bluffs. 

This  was  the  time  that  the 
pilot-house  always  had  a  great 
fascination  for  me ;  at  that  hour 
I  would  find  there  either  Tim 
Morgan  or  "Hi"  Beadle,  the  two 
experienced  pilots,  and  it  was 
then  that  their  tongues  would 
be  loosed,  and  they  would  tell 
long  tales  of  "Old  Al,"  the  river 
god,  of  Jim  Bludsoe  and  other 
heroes  and  of  the  far-off  palmy 
days  of  the  Mississippi.  Sure 
enough  this  evening  Captain  Mor- 
gan, after  passing  the  difficult 
place,  seemed  very  much  inclined 
to  talk.  For  the  tenth  time 
he  recounted  the  adventures  of 
Jim  Bludsoe,  which  appeared 
each  evening  with  new  embel- 
lishments, and  then  after  a  short 
pause  filled  with  mysterious 
twirling  of  the  wheel  and  ring- 
ing of  bells,  he  broke  out:  "But 
if  you  want  heroes  there  isn't  a 
bigger  one  on  the  river  than  old 
Hi  Beadle  himself.  Didn't  you 
ever  hear  of  him  and  the  "Flying 


Eagle?"  No,  I  don't  guess  he 
ever  told  you  himself,  he  ain't 
that  kind.  He  wouldn't  hardly 
take  the  medal  they  gave  him  for 
it,  and  they  say — oh  you  want 
to  hear  the  story,  do  you  ?  Well, 
this  is  how  it  was.  It  was  the 
spring  of  '79;  the  river  was 
booming,  and  the  boats  were 
going  over  the  rapids  and  never 
looking  at  the  canal.  The  "Fly- 
ing Eagle"  was  new  that  year, 
and  was  the  best  on  the  river, 
with  a  saloon  all  over  gilt  and 
a  grand  piano  and  a  darky  head 
waiter.  Every  trip  she  was 
loaded  to  the  guards,  but  the  time 
I'm  talking  about  there  were 
three  hundred  and  fifty  passen- 
gers aboard.  It  was  one  even- 
ing, just  this  time  at  sundown; 
the  passengers  were  dancing  in 
the  cabin,  and  Hi  Beadle  was  in 
the  pilot-house — when  they  sig- 
nalled him  from  the  engine  room 
that  the  lower  deck  was  on  fire. 
He  turned  the  boat  in  as  near  the 
bank  as  he  could,  but  just  there 
the  current  was  strong  and  car- 
ried her  out  towards  the  middle. 
The  fire  kept  getting  worse  and 
worse,  and  at  last  the  passengers 
caught  on  and  began  stamped- 
ing over  the  cabin  and  upper 
deck.  But  then  Hi  saw  his 
chance,  and  took  her  right  over 
to  the  shore;  the  people  began 
jumping  when  they  thought  they 
were  near  enough  and  two  were 
drowned.  The  current  was  run- 
ning terrible  swift,  but  at  last  he 
got  her  head  up  stream  and 
worked  her  in  till  her  bow 
touched  the  bank.  And  there 
he  held  her  till  every  last  per- 
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son  on  that  boat  got  ashore  ex- 
cept himself  and  the  captain,  and 
most  of  the  pilot-house  was  burnt 
out  under  him.  They  both 
jumped  from  the  deck,  and  the 
captain  never  rose  at  all,  but  Hi 
was  washed  ashore  unconscious, 
a  mile  below.  He  wasn't  himself 
for  a  good  while,  I  can  tell  you, 
but  when  he  got  well  they  gave 
him  a  silver  medal.  If  you  want 
to  rile  him  just  ask  him  to  let  you 
see  her.  Well — I  guess  that's 
Hi  now,  come  to  change  watch." 
The  familiar,  heavy  step  came 
slowly  up  the  long  stairs,  but 
when  the  door  opened  it  was  as 
through  a  mist  that  I  saw  Hi's 
well-known  figure,  his  shirt 
sleeves  and  battered  yachting 
cap,  with  the  light  from  his  short 
pipe  on  his  kind,  bronzed  face — 
and  white  hair. 

G.  M.,  '03. 


Comparative  Studies  in  Col- 
lege Life. 

(Being  a  series  of  notes  jotted 
down  at  odd  intervals  by  a  Bryn 
Mawr  alumna,  who  finds  her- 
self at  last  irretrievably  and  defi- 
nitely up  against  it.) 

Study  No.  I. 

Columbus    University  vs.   Bryn 
Mawr  College. 

THE  CAMPUS. 

On  the  Columbia  campus  the 
average  appears  to  be  one  hun- 
dred men  to  one  woman,  the  lat- 
ter    being     usually     a     double- 


dyed  grind.  No  poses  of  any 
sort  observed,  and  the  mascu- 
line get-up  so  common  as  to  be 
not  worth  while. 

The  campus  dog  an  extinct 
species,  but  the  automobile 
greatly  in  evidence. 

One  misses  the  boardwalks, 
and  the  dome  of  the  library  build- 
ing seems  very  flat  and  ordinary, 
after  Taylor  Tower. 

Football  players  lounge  about, 
much  scarred  and  battered. 
Mem.:  Why  not  suggest  the 
substitution  of  basketball — a  less 
unwholesome  game? 

Runners  continually  trot 
about,  scantily  clad,  while  the 
winter  wind  freezes  them  to  the 
bone.  (Happy  thought.  Sug- 
gest the  B.  M.  C.  gym  suit — a 
model  of  comfort,  beauty  and 
discretion.) 

LUNCHEON. 

"To  lunch"  is,  in  Columbia 
vernacular,  "to  shove."  When 
one  goes  to  "shove,"  one  seizes  a 
tin  tray  and  passes  in  line  before 
a  counter  piled  with  unpromis- 
ing foods,  i.  e.,  sinkers,  sand- 
wiches, hard-boiled  eggs,  pork 
and  beans,  and  a  delicacy  native 
to  Columbia,  styled  "whiskers." 
To  order  a  sinker  and  a  "whis- 
ker" is  always  considered  a  very 
amusing  sally,  and  never  fails 
as  a  0011  mot. 

One  places  various  foods  upon 
the  tin  tray,  hands  over  five  or 
ten  or  even  fifteen  cents,  and  re- 
tires to  a  table  to  shove  hastily. 
The  process  is  not  hygienic.  On 
the  contrary. 
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THE  HALLS. 

Everyone  smokes  in  the  halls, 
including  the  faculty,  and  there 
is  a  continual  din  of  whistles, 
cat-calls,  "scrapping"  and  shuf- 
fling feet.  There  is  no  proctor. 
Mem.:  Suggest  the  establish- 
ment of  the  proctorial  system, 
then  wait  and  see  what  happens. 
There  would  have  to  be  signs 
up:  "Do  not  injure  or  in  any 
way  deface  the  proctor,"  "The 
Janitor  will  be  held  responsible 
for  spoiled  proctors."  Rather  a 
nice  idea. 

The  female  graduate  student 
slinks  along  through  the  crowd, 
hugging  the  wall.  The  world,  to 
the  female  graduate,  is  composed 
of  millions  of  pairs  of  feet,  in 
large  boots  with  extension  soles  ; 
this  monotony  is  sometimes  var- 
ied by  a  pair  of  tan  shoes  or  ga- 
loshes. 

No  odor  of  fudge  has  as  yet 
been  observed  in  the  halls. 
Mem.:  Introduce  it  as  a  coun- 
ter-irritant to  stale  tobacco 
smoke. 

IN    CLASS. 

"Present,  Professor,"  is  the 
way  the  graduate  school  answers 
the  roll  call — for  they  do  call  the 
roll  at  Columbia;  aye,  and  count 
cuts  an  it  were  any  boarding 
school.  "Here,  sir,"  and  "no, 
sir,"  and  "yes,  sir,"  and  "not 
prepared,  sir,'"  are  also  charac- 
teristic forms  of  expression.  It 
grates  upon  the  trained  ear. 

IN  THE  LIBRARY. 

Great  similarity  to  Taylor 
noted      in      the      strong      fresh 


draughts  which  fan  the  back  of 
one's  neck  while  one  studies ;  also 
in  the  buzz  of  conversation,  and 
in  the  propensity  to  watch  the 
clock  with  strained  and  nervous 
interest. 

No  ink  allowed  except  foun- 
tain pens.  Result,  clean  wood- 
work but  very  inky  student  body. 

Small  boys  to  get  books  for 
one.  An  improvement  on  Bryn 
Mawr.  There  one  never  could 
find  a  book  for  one's  self;  here, 
the  small  boys  go  through  all 
the  trouble,  and  are  frustrated 
equally.  One  only  has  to  sit  and 
wait — in  aeter.  Mem.:  Much 
more  dignified. 

E.  T.  D.,  '01. 


Extract  From  a  Senior's 
Diary. 

December  7. — 7.30  a.  m.  I 
have  resolved  to  be  perfectly 
calm.  It  is  a  terrible  ordeal,  but 
I  am  of  a  family  accustomed  to 
endure  much.  Now  let  me  do 
credit  to  my  ancestor  who  came 
over  in  the  "Mayflower." 

8.30.  A  strange  historical  con- 
trast impresses  me.  The  victims 
of  the  French  Revolution  suf- 
fered much,  because  they  were 
French ;  we  are  suffering  much, 
because  we  are  not  French.  The 
question  now  is,  "Which  is  the 
more  dreadful — quick,  bloody 
death  by  the  guillotine  or  slow  re- 
lentless torture  in  the  Orals?" 
Ought  I,  the  descendant  of  a  race 
whose  most  precious  jewel  has 
been  their  honor,  prefer  death  to 
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failure?  This  is  a  serious  prob- 
lem. 

9.30.  I  have  made  a  wonder- 
ful discovery.  The  past  parti- 
ciple of  mettre  which  I  had  al- 
ways supposed  to  be  mettre,  or 
something  of  that  sort,  turns  out 
to  be  mis.  Wholly  unexpected, 
but  useful  to  know.  I  wonder  if 
I  shail  pass.    Perhaps  not. 

10.30.  A  great-great-grand- 
mother of  mine  was  French.  I 
wish — but  how  useless  to  wish  to 
be  my  great-great-grandmother! 

11.30.  Another  hour  and  I 
shall  go  in.  I  must  be  calm, 
calm.  Let  weaker  souls  without 
ancestral  support  faint  and  rave 
in  hysteria.    /  must  be  calm ! 

12  M.  Good  heavens !  This 
suspense  consumes  me.  The 
Spanish  Inquisition  was  a  recrea- 
tion and  a  privilege  in  compari- 
son. My  calmness  is  beginning 
to  go  from  me.  If  I  should  suc- 
cumb at  last !  Shades  of  my 
"Mayflower"  ancestors,  succor 
me. 

6.30  P.  M. — It  is  over !  Odd 
uncouth  experience  !  I  remem- 
ber reading,  "The  oak  tree 
wagged  its  tail,"  and  then  re- 
marking, aloud  or  to  myself,  I 
wonder?  "It  must  have  been  a 
French  oak  tree." 

That  is  all  I  remember,  but  it 
is  enough.  I  failed !  Oh  per- 
verse world !  I,  whose  ancestors 
came  over  in  the  "Mayflower," 
failed.  Jemima,  who  had  no 
grandfather,  but  who  read 
French  with  diligence  and  deter- 
mination, achieved  a  credit.  Hu- 
miliating distinction  !  But  I  must 
be  calm. 


Notice. 

The  Bryn  Mawr  Club  of  New 
York  cordially  invites  all  stu- 
dents who  are  to  be  in  New  York 
during  the  Christmas  holidays  to 
a  reception  given  for  them  at  the 
cluo's  apartment,  138  East  For- 
tieth street,  on  Thursday,  De- 
cember 26,  and  Thursday,  Janu- 
ary 2,  from  four  to  six. 


Students'    Building   Commit- 
tee. 

Before  the  students  disperse 
for  the  Christmas  holiday  the 
Students'  Building  Committee 
would  like  to  call  attention  to  the 
fact  that  the  calendar,  to  be  suc- 
cessful financially,  needs  their 
support. 

Counting  on  the  same  aid 
given  it  last  year  by  the  student 
body,  the  committee,  with  much 
trouble  and  at  great  expense,  has 
had  designed  and  published  the 
Calendar  for  1902,  and  has  put 
it  on  sale  in  ten  cities  of  the 
United  States. 

By  the  dealers  the  calendar  ■ 
has  been  well  received ;  but  at  the 
time  when  this  notice  goes  to 
press,  each  student  has  taken  on 
an  average  of  less  than  one  cal- 
endai .  Last  year  at  this  time  the 
students  had  taken  the  responsi- 
bility of  selling  on  an  average  of 
seven  calendars  apiece ;  some 
taking  three,  five  or  seven,  others 
taking  ten,  fifteen  and  in  many 
cases  twenty-five. 

The  sales  outside  the  college 
will  not  mak.2  up  for  this  loss  of 
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sales  within,  and  unless  the  un- 
dergraduates come  to  the  sup- 
port of  the  committee  and  share 
the  responsibility  of  selling  the 
present  edition  of  the  calendar, 
their  bui'ding  fund  will  lose  as 
much  this  year  as  it  gained  last. 

The  calendars  can  be  taken  for 
sale  now,  and  all  accounts  can  be 
settled  after  the  holidays. 
Evangeline  Walker  Andrews, 

Chairman    of    the    Students' 
Building  Committee. 


1902  Oral  Songs. 
I. 

Tune — Upidee. 
When  orals  still  are  four  years 
off, 
Fool  along,  fool  along, 
Ye   Freshmen,   stand  aloof  and 
scoff, 
Fool,  oh  fool  along. 
Devote  your  time  to  fudge  and 

tea, 
And  things  befitting  your  degree, 
Amuse  yourselves,  oh  soyez-gai. 
Glucklich  mocht  Ihr  immer  sein ; 
Tou jours  lernen  doesn't  pay, 
Leisure  jetzt  ist  dein. 

Your    reading    you    have    done, 
vielleicht, 
Sophomore,  Sophomore. 

The  race  you  think  is  won,  viel- 
leicht, 
But  vous  avez  tort. 

And  Juniors,  you  must  learn  the 
way  to  read  5,000  lines  a 
day. 

Oh  do  not  wait  or  be  so  slow, 

That  every  effort  aura  beau, 

In  cap  and  gown  be  always  seen  ; 

Das  gefallt  the  Dean. 


Oh  stay,  our  friends  cry,  stay 
and  rest, 

Foolez  vous?    Pas  du  tout! 
Miss  Ritchie  calls  us  to  ein  feste. 
Wir  achten  ihr  behest. 
II  faut  savoir  just  quelques  mots, 
Or  hier  man  fallt,  as  you  will 

know. 
For  in  the  fire  we  have,  alas, 
Too  many  irons  for  this  class, 
And  when  we  think  to  get  B.  A., 

Ah,  nous  sommes  foulees. 

II. 

Tune — In  Winter  When  the 
Fields  Are  White. 

For  orals  I  sit  up  all  night, 

Till  wakened  by  the  morning 
light, 

But  this  works  such  an  awful 
way, 

For  then  I  want  to  sleep  all  day ! 
Chorus. 

And  does  it  not  seem  strange  to 
you, 

When  Seniors  all  are  cross  and 
blue, 

That  other  people  still  can  act 

As  if  their  brains  were  quite  in- 
tact. 

And  wouldn't  it  disgruntle  you, 
When    all    the    sky    is    smiling 

blue, 
And   you   had   so   much   rather 

play, 
To  have  to  sit  and  work  all  day  ? 

III. 

Tune — To  the  May-pole. 
To  the  Orals  we  must  on, 
The  time   is   swift   and   will   be 

gone, 
There  go  Seniors  to  the  Dean, 
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Where  their  wisdom  may  be  seen. 

All  fair  Seniors  have  French  to 
annoy  them, 

Beastly  old  German,  who  can  de- 
coy them, 

To  the  Orals  let  us  on, 

The  time  is  swift  and  will  be 
gone. 

Come  together,  come  sweet  six, 
Some  fudges  we  would  mix. 
Beckoning,  leading  o'er  the  green 
Our  chaperons  are  seen. 
There  all  day,  in  Taylor  gray, 
All  our  knowledge  shoo'd  away, 
Come  dear  lady,  come  dear  chap., 
Now  lead  us  to  our  trap. 


And  when  we  get  it,  it  will  be 
Through  reading  French  and 
German. 

Chorus. 
We've  been  working  on  the  read- 
ing, 
All  the  summer  long; 
We've  been  working  on  the  read- 
ing, 
Hear  our  plaintive  song. 
Sympathizing  with  your  troubles, 

Hear  how  we  sing  to  you, 
Hoping  that  good  luck  may  fol- 
low 
The  Class  of  1902. 


1903  to  1902 — Oral  Song. 

Tune — Working  on  the  Levee. 

You're  working  hard  for  your 
degree, 

Your' re  working  on  the  Orals, 
And  when  you  get  it,  it  will  be 

Through  working  on  the  Orals. 

Chorus. 
You've    been    working    on    the 
Orals, 
All  the  livelong  day; 
You've    been    working    on    the 
Orals, 
To  get  your  old  B.  A. 
Don't    you    hear    gray    Taylor 
ringing, 
Rise  up  so  early  in  the  morn ; 
Don't  you  hear  the  Juniors  sing- 
ing, 
Seniors  why  forlorn? 

We're  on  the  road  to  a  degree. 
We're    reading    French    and 
German, 


1904  to  1902 — Oral  Songs. 

Tune — Rhoda. 
I. 

There  was  a  class  on  learning 
bent, 
Wrho  one   day   did   determine 
That  all  their  extra  time  be  spent 
In  reading  French  and   Ger- 
man. 
They  soon  were  perfect  in  this 
art, 
For    a    million     words     they 
learned  by  heart, 
No  drifting,  they  just  plied  the 
oar, 
And  now  they  all  H.  C.  will 
score. 

Chorus. 
1902,  don't  fear  for  your  orals, 
You  soon  will  win  your  glorious 

laurels, 
To-morrow   night  we  shall   say 

at  last, 
Everyone  of  those  Seniors  now 

has  passed. 
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II. 

Tune — Darktown. 

Oh  Seniors, 

All  day  to-morrow, 


All  through  your  sorrow, 
Know  that  we  feel  for  you, 
And  take  for  the  Oral 
From  1904,  all, 
Good  luck,  oh  1902. 


Punkey  Doodle  and  Jallopin.     Adapted. 


O    Pillikin,    Willikin,     Winkie, 

Wee, 
How  does  the  Freshman  take  her 

tea? 
She  takes  it  in  buckets,  and  by 

the  quart, 
She  takes   it  just  six  times  as 

much  as  she  ought, 
She  takes  it  with  joy,   for  she 

thinks  it  a  sin — 
O  Punkey  Doodle  and  Jallopin. 


II. 

O     Pillikin,     Willikin,     Winkie, 

Wee, 
How  does  the  Sophomore  take 

her  tea? 
She  takes  it  at  five  and  she  takes 

it  at  seven, 
She  takes  it  at  four  and  at  eight 

and   eleven, 
She  takes  it  with  laughter  and 

clatter  and  din — 
O  Punkey  Doodle  and  Jallopin. 


III. 

O     Pillikin,    Willikin,     Winkie, 

Wee, 
How  does  the  Junior  take  her 

tea? 
She   takes   it   with   pickles,   she 

takes  it  with  spice, 
She  takes  it  with  olives  and  any 

thing  nice, 
She  takes  it  with  Burke,  Carlyle, 

and  Ruskin, 
O  Punkey  Doodle  and  Jallopin. 

IV. 
O     Pillikin,     Willikin,     Winkie, 

Wee, 
How  does  the  Senior  take  her 

tea? 
She  takes   it  with   French,   she 

takes  it  with  Dutch, 
She  takes   it  with  Daudet  and 

Gottsched  and  such, 
She  takes  it  without*   and   she 

takes  it  within. 
O  Punkey  Doodle  and  Jallopin. 
M.  R.  W.,  '03, 
A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


*  Without  what?  Answer  in  next  number.  Whoever  guesses  correctly 
will  be  presented  with  a  handsome  prize,  viz:  A  copy  of  the  next  issue  of  The 
Philistine. 
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DECEMBER. 

Now  wan  December  shrouds  her  ashen  hair, 
Deep  in  a  mantle  black  as  midnight  skies, 
In  vain  against  the  freezing  winds  that  tear 
The  streaming  locks  across  her  star-like  eyes. 
And  still  she  clears  her  sight  with  shivering  hand, 
To  gaze  upon  the  portent  high  above, 
Enchanting  Eastern  Kings,  across  the  sand 
Of  deserts,  on  striding  beasts,  for  their  Lord's  love 
To  go,  laden  with  gifts.    Abroad  the  earth, 
Herald  of  truth  and  might,  the  splendour  burns, 
But  brightest  there,  where  the  celestial  Birth 
Within  a  manger  shines.    His  mother  turns 
His  radiant  head,  with  quivering  touch,  once  more 
To  brood  with  love  on  the  dear  Son  she  bore. 
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Testimonials. 


We  thought  perhaps  the  readers, 

Who  like  our  little  book, 
Would  care  to  see  some  letters 
got 


From  very  famous  folk, 
Who've  read  with  such  delight 
and  joy 
Each  scintillating  joke. 


I. 

Dear  Friend  and  Relative : — I 
send  a  line 

Of  greeting  to  you,  Brother  Phil- 
istine. 

I've  read  your  pages,  and  for 
your  reward 

Agree  "the  pen  is  mightier  than 
the  sword." 

Armed  with  your  weapon  on  the 
Gilgal  plain, 


I  feel  quite  sure  I'd  never  have 

been  slain. 
But  you  are  safe — I  realize  that 

few 
Can  ever  be  upon  a  plane  with 

you. 
Hoping  that  David  may  not  cross 

your  path 
Believe  me  sir,  your  friend, 
Goliath — Gath. 

1900. 


i8 
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Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.   Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


go2  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  SAMUEL 


Formerly  of 
1529  Chestnut  St. 


announces  her  removal  to 

1623  Chestnut 

and  is  now  ready  with  a 
fall  assortment  of  v    v 

French  Models 

Hats,  Bonnets  and  Toques, 
Neck   Ruffs   and   Veilings 

New  Department  in  charge  of  MR.  H.  LEVY,  formerly 
with  Madame  Nash 

Ladies'    Tailor-made    Gowns,    Riding 
Habits,  Evening  Wraps     ■.*     .-.     v     .•. 


t'^9999999&99999^^99^^'999999999999999v'9999v999999999fi 

Scbreiber  &  Kerr 


<*> 


>€^^-* 


*-H 


UOU'll>  iogt  Traveling,  Yachting 


Ladies'  Tailors 


135  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET .  .  . 

Philadelphia 


<g  and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 
jj*   Sports  and  Pastimes    ^^J«^^^ 

*  ALL  GOODS  MADE  ON  THESE  PREMISES 

fee6€€€€€€€€6€€€€e€€€€€€€€8€€ee€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€g€€€€4 


Kodaks 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Opticians 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
Broad  Street  Station 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 
PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of- 


FURS 

AND 

HATS 

-For  Young  Ladies 
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Xuteroollegiate  hmi  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     Corgs,^nae 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 

Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery \  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1214  Chestnut  Street 


WHITMAN'S 

are 
the 
daintiest 

Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen   F.  Whitman  &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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Books  and —  A      I  Charles    W*    Leupold 


Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Enf  raving  of  all 
kinds  In  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles^and£yeglasses 

Queen  &  Co. 

■«"-      OPTICIANS 

10J0  CHESTNUT   STREET 


LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

^(Glee's  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


ICtUPOg  and 


The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

^      Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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m  So.  12th  St. 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM? 

i 

MODERATE    PRICES 

EOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY — =»> 

BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agentfor  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  or  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  eveloped  and  printed  at  short  notice 

tib  sibi  roam  PHinmtos 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drd\s  and  Toilet  Requisites.    All  kinds 
of  Statioery.     Prescriptions  a   Specialty. 

GOOiS   DELIVERED  PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

E.  K.  VILSON  &  SON 

La ncastr  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists   i    Fine    Shoe    Repairing    and 
Dealers  a  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  rec^tly  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundry,  for  ft  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Speciaprices  to  Students 

PRICKITT... 

The  reifcie  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  Vrntsh  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  Piscriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates,nly. 

Messenger  calls  *  each  hall,  at  xi  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


FEN NER'S,  ^caster   Ave. 

CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .-.      V      .'.      v 

Hone-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 

BRINTON  BROS* 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  11  Worth  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 

i2i  North  Ninth  St.,  g**  ^^a^  «__  „  A«^g-> 
Phila..  Pa.,  also  30  V^OSttllTlC^S 
Ea«taothSt.,N.  Y.    VVy»«m%n; 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


flvil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3943-49  market  St. 

-PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 

The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 


THE  ROUTE  OF 

The   Pennsylvania 

J      0  0  <    THE    MOST    PERFECT    RAILWAY 

fJYl  lf£Q    TRAIN    OF    THIS    PROGRESSIVE 

RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 

New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis        ^^^^^^^^^ 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every   Home    Comfort 


J.  B.  HUTCHINSON  J.  R.  WOOD 

Gen.  Manager  Gen.  PassAg't. 

GEO.  W.  BOYD 

Asst.  Gen.  Pass.  Ag't. 


P.  N.  Degerberg 

1 45 1  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Ladies'  Cattor 


If 


i 


* 

8 


CHRISTMAS 


MDCCCCI 


Fortnightly 

Philistine 


SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

•  .-'An -unequalled  combination  of 
comfort  and.  economy 


WOMEN'S  CALFSKIN 
BLUCHERS  —  H  e  a  v  y 
Sole,  Extension  Edge     . 

WOJIEN'S  CALFSKIN 
LACE  BOOT— Dull  Tops, 
Extra  Heavy  Sole,  Ex= 
tension  Edge     ...     . 


$5.oo 
$5.oo 


A  fine  assortment  of  Superior  Slippers, 
#3.50  up.  Special  selection  of  orna- 
ments and  trimmings  applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference. 


1226 


Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA,    PA. 
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Editorial. 

Here  we  are  back  in  our  old 
places  again  and  speaking,  if  we 
do  at  all,  sadly,  tearfully  of  our 
Christmas  vacation  as  a  sort  of 
antediluvian  reminiscence,  a 
paradise  lost  and  never  to  be  re- 
gained. Is  it  possible  that  we 
have  all  really  turned  over  new 
leaves?  Certainly  at  the  begin- 
ning of  each  new  year  we  are  led 
by  comic  weeklies,  Sunday  news- 
papers and  such  to  suppose  that 


this  is  the  proper  thing  to  at  least 
try  to  do.  But  like  the  heroes  and 
heroines  of  these  weekly  enter- 
tainers we  usually  subside  after 
unspeakably  frightful  effort  into 
our  old  lazy  habits  again.  But 
it  is  not  so  this  year.  Each  of 
us  has  come  back  with  grim  de- 
termination in  every  line  of  our 
hastily  apparelled  forms,  and  an 
elaborately  illumined  apportion- 
ment of  every  minute  in  the  day 
framed    for    hanging   over    our 
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mantelpiece.  By  this  clever 
schedule  we  can  easily  tuck  in 
fifteen  hours  of  work  without  in 
the  least  infringing  upon  our 
seven  hours  of  sleep,  provided, 
of  course,  we  do  not  loiter  in 
idle  chatter.  Perhaps  these  il- 
lumined schedules  explain  the 
wild  enthusiasm  for  solitude  that 
has  suddenly  seized  the  College, 
a  love  of  new  and  curious  haunts 
far  from  the  madding  throng. 
Perhaps  this  is  why  the  artificial 
solitudes  of  Taylor,  Dalton,  and 
even  a  bedroom  guarded  by  a 
fierce  looking  placard  have  be- 
come so  popular.  Perhaps  this 
explains  the  mushroom-like 
growth  that  has  lately  sprouted 
in  all  the  microscopic  cells  on  the 
third  floor  of  Taylor;  and,  too, 
the  thickly  populated  library 
tables,  where  grow  from  day  to 
day  great  stacks  of  lengthy  for- 
midable looking  strips  of  red 
and  black  inked  paper.  How- 
ever it  may  be,  the  College  is 
transformed. 

There  is  a  certain  class  of  in- 
dividuals (one  bumps  into  them 
at  every  turn,  exasperatingly  irri- 
tating they  are,  too)  who,  in- 
cessantly beaming  and  joyful, 
claim  that  there  is  a  happy  side 
to  everything.  However  much 
The  Philistine  would  like  to 
believe  them,  it  feels  skeptical  as 
it  surveys  the  campus  during 
these  ante-mid-year  days.  Des- 
perately craving  some  spark  of 
joy  its  eye  peers  restlessly  over 
the  landscape  clothed  in  a  never 
ample  but  now  quite  shrunken 
and  time-worn  garment  of  snow, 
to  see  only  occasional  mournful 
black-robed  creatures  flit  rapidly 


over  the  campus  to  Taylor.  One 
murmurs  to  herself,  "Well,  I 
positively  must  do  it,  I  must  do 
fifty-six  pages  an  hour  for  the 
next  five  hours  or  I  never  shall 
get  over  it."  Later  another 
loaded  down  with  papers  and 
books  stumbles  up  the  steps  and 
sprawls  flat  on  her  face.  Quickly 
looking  to  see  that  no  one  saw, 
she  gathers  up  the  scattered  pos- 
sessions and  vanishes  through 
the  door.  A  third  drops  her 
bottle  of  red  ink  and  whispers 
over  its  gory  remains  an  im- 
promptu soliloquy  ending,  "And 
borrowed,  too." 

So  everyone  is  rushing,  every- 
one is  busy.  The  Freshman  is 
busy  with  the  frenzy  of  despair. 
For  does  not  every  Freshman, 
by  her  spoken  account  at  least, 
firmly  expect  to  be  dropped  at 
mid-years  ?  The  Sophomore, 
though  trying  to  appear  idle  and 
nonchalant,  is  busy  because  she 
remembers  her  frantic  and  barely 
availing  efforts  of  last  year.  The 
Junior  is  busy  because  she  has 
a  dignified,  scholarly  greed  and 
a  reputation  to  uphold  before 
lower  classmen.  The  Senior  is 
busy — well — because  this  is  her 
last  chance  and  she  simply  can- 
not fail. 

The  Philistine  in  the  mean- 
time is  unhappy  because  busy- 
ness like  virtue  is  not  entertain- 
ing and  so  perhaps  more  than 
any  one  longs  for  the  happy  Feb- 
ruary days. 

The  Philistine  begs  to  ask 
what  has  become  of  the  charm- 
ing hockey  costumes  which  have 
in  vivid  description  been  so  allur- 
ingly brought  before  our  eyes, 
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and  so  violently  discussed  in 
undergraduate  meetings  during 
the  past  two  or  three  months. 
The  Philistine  has  been  wait- 
ing with  insatiable  aesthetic  long- 
ings for  the  happy  moment  when 
the  different  teams  shall  dash 
from  their  different  domiciles 
clothed  in  the  glory  of  it  all.  But 
grows  impatient.  The  bewitch- 
ing Tarn  O'Shanter,  inclined 
nobbily  over  one  ear,  the  silken 
coils  of  hair  hanging  in  great 
plaits  down  the  back  held  to- 
gether with  ribbon  of  a  sweetly 
contrasting  shade  (all  the 
naughty  little  straggling  locks 
being  gathered  into  the  tender 
grasp  of  a  bit  of  baby  ribbon  of 
the  same  shade),  the  jacket,  no 
one  has  ever  seen  jacket  like  it, 
and  no  one  seems  to  know  any- 
thing of  it  except  its  indescrib- 
able beauty,  the  corduroy  skirt 
hanging  in  rich  heavy  folds  to  a 
point  just  a  graceful  distance 
above  the  well  turned  ankle. 
Plow  could  picture  be  more 
charming?  Is  it  then,  in  con- 
trasting present  conditions,  sur- 
prising that  The  Philistine 
awaits  the  innovation  with  im- 
patience ? 


College  Notes. 

Subscriptions  to  the  $250,000 
fund  are  coming  in  almost  every 
day  by  mail.  At  present  about 
$73,000  has  been  sent  to  Miss 
Thomas,  and  about  $1,000  has 
been  handed  in  to  the  undergrad- 
uate fund.  The  new  building, 
as  planned,  is  to  consist  of: 

1.  The  Library  proper,  facing 
Taylor  Hall. 


2.  The  building  containing  the 
new   lecture    rooms. 

3  and  4.  The  two  wings  con- 
necting 1  and  2,  containing 
rooms  for  collections  of  casts, 
etc. 

The  new  pictures  and  furni- 
ture in  Taylor  Hall  are  the  gift 
of  Miss  Garrett,  of  Baltimore, 
bought  in  Europe  last  summer. 

Mme.  Schumann-Heink  has 
announced  that  she  intends  send- 
ing her  daughter  to  Bryn  Mawr 
next  year. 

Miss  Williams  delivered  an  ad- 
dress on  the  College  Settlement 
work  in  New  York,  in  the  Chapel 
on  Thursday,  January  9. 

Miss  Thomas  begs  the  stu- 
dents to  co-operate  with  the  Col- 
lege in  trying  to  keep  outsiders 
off  the  skating  pond. 

The  Kneisel  Quartette  gave  a 
concert  in  the  Chapel,  at  4.15 
p.  m.,  on  Monday,  January  13. 
The  program  was  as  follows : 

Beethoven — Quartet  in  G  ma- 
jor, op.  18,  No.  2. ;  Allegro, 
Adagio,  Scherzo  (Allegro), Alle- 
gro molto  quasi,  Presto.  Schu- 
bert— Variations  from  Quartet 
in  D  minor  (Death  and  the 
Maiden).  Dvorak —  Quartet  in 
F  major,  op.  96;  Allegro  non 
troppo,  Lento,  Molto  Vivace, 
Finale  (Vivace). 


Notice. 

The     Philistine    has     been 

asked    to    print    the     following 

notice : 

To  Girls  Who  Want  to  go  to  Col- 
lege. 
The  Educational  Committee  of 

the  Philadelphia  Branch  of  the 
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Association  of  Collegiate  Alum- 
nae desires  to  be  of  service  to 
girls  and  women  who  wish  to  go 
through  College  or  to  do  some 
College  work. 

The  following  lists  along  with 
general  data,  will  be  sent  on  ap- 
plication accompanied  by  a  stamp 
for  each :    ( i )   The  colleges   of 
the  United  States  represented  in 
the    Association    of     Collegiate 
Alumnae.       (2)   Tutors    of    the 
Philadelphia    Association.      (3) 
College-Preparatory   Schools   of 
Philadelphia  and  suburbs. 
Laetitia  Moon  Conard, 
Chairman,  3954  Pine  Street. 
Anna  Palen,  Secretary, 
127  Harvey  St.,  Germantown. 


A    Fable    in    Perfectly    Good 
English. 

Once  there  was  a  rabbit.  He 
was  gray  on  his  back;  he  had  a 
white  shirt-front  and  head,  and 
pink  eyes,  and  he  was  very  ill- 
bred.  When  anyone  stepped  on 
his  fuzzy  white  tail,  he  didn't 
say  "pardon  me,  stranger,"  but 
in  the  rudest  way  would  exclaim, 
"oh,  pshaw !"  His  manners  were 
certainly  rough. 

But  this  rabbit  was  very  am- 
bitious, and  hoped  with  his  as- 
sumptions to  charm  the  swagger 
set.  So  he  traded  a  good  cab- 
bage leaf  one  day  for  a  new  red 
necktie.  That  day  he  had  to  go 
without  his  dinner,  but  all  the 
young  buck-rabbits  paid  him 
marked  attention  and  he  was 
satisfied. 


At  this  time  fashionable  taste 
among  rabbits  required  carrots 
almost  exclusively  for  food,  and 
the  rabbit  of  whom  we  are  talk- 
ing, hearing  that  a  marvelously 
fine  carrot  was  for  sale,  went 
with  a  number  of  his  friends  to 
see  it.  They  all  admired  it,  but 
could  none  of  them  afford  to 
buy  it,  so  our  friend,  seeing  an- 
other opportunity  for  display, 
purchased  it  with  the  last  of  a 
stock  of  plantain  stalks  sent  him 
by  his  poor  old  mother,  and 
carried  it  home.  All  the  com- 
pany gladly  accepted  the  rabbit's 
invitation  for  dinner,  and  never 
was  festive  board  more  honored 
by  swell  society.  At  the  ap- 
pointed time  when  the  guests 
were  assembled,  some  one  read 
aloud  a  very  clever  poem  dedi- 
cated to  the  carrot.  Then  the 
great  dish  was  brought  in,  served 
on  a  silver  dish  held  high  above 
the  heads  of  two  large-whiskered 
brown  rabbit-butlers,  and  its 
appearance  was  greeted  with 
shrieks  of  joy.  The  host,  with 
a  graceful  w«  ve  of  the  carving 
knife,  started  to  carve  the  great 
carrot,  which  lay  like  an  edible 
jewel  shining  from  its  setting  of 
brown  gravy.  The  guests. licked 
their  whiskers  expectantly,  crack- 
ing jokes  in  their  joy.  "Why  is 
a  comet  like  a  carrot?"  came 
from  one  end  of  the  table,  and 
almost  instantly  was  met  by  the 
reply,  "Because  it  is  retailed." 
"Why  is  a  carrot  like  a  comet?" 
pursued  a  lop-eared  youth  of 
acknowledged  wit,  and  the  rab- 
bit who  had  written  the  poem  an- 
swered,   "Because  it   is   fair   to 
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see,  and  luscious  to  taste,"  but 
he  had  heard  it  before. 

All  this  time  the  carver  had 
been  making  great  efforts  to  por- 
tion out  the  carrot,  but  as  minute 
after  minute  went  by  and  his 
keen-edged  knife  made  no  im- 
pression, the  truth  dawned  upon 
all  present,  and  a  shout  arose : 
"Ha!  Ha!  its  a  cloth  carrot!" 
and  so  great  was  the  laugh  that 
rose  against  the  poor  rabbit  that 
he  could  hardly  make  his  ex- 
cuses heard  for  noise.  In  a  mo- 
ment all  his  fine  friends  had  left 
him  and  he  was  become  the  butt 
of  their  mirth,  and  the  victim 
of  his  own  ambition.  He  turned 
the  useless  carrot  over  and  over, 
murmuring,  "It's  all  so  sad,"  his 
ears  trembling  with  grief,  hot 
tears  streaming  from  his  pink 
eyes,  and,  should  pity  move  you 
to  visit  him  in  his  forlorn  abode, 
you  may  probably  see  him  still 
turning  the  useless  carrot  over 
and  over,  still  murmuring,  "How 
sad,  how  very  sad." 

Oh,  ye  of  proud  heart  and 
high  ambition,  take  warning 
from  my  tale! 


The  Bryn  Mawr  Lantern. 

Every  college  has  some  sort 
of  lantern.  Sometimes  the  lan- 
tern is  a  literary  society,  some- 
times it  is  a  paper,  sometimes  it 
is  an  emblem  and  sometimes  it  is 
just  a  plain  lantern.  In  Bryn 
Mawr  we  have  all  but  the  first 
variety. 

The  suitableness  of  the  time- 


honored  connection  between  col- 
leges and  lanterns  seems  so  very 
evident  to  everyone,  that  it  is 
worse  than  useless  to  ask  why 
the  lantern  is  so  high  in  favor  in 
Bryn  Mawr.  And  yet  just  how 
it  happened  that  the  lantern  was 
chosen  in  the  first  place  as  an 
emblem  of  light  is  not  so  plain 
to  anyone  who  has  ever  tried  to 
make  use  of  a  lantern,  for  in- 
stead of  giving  light,  as  it  is  com- 
monly supposed  to  do,  there  is 
no  better  example  of  the  evil  of 
hiding  one's  light  under  a  bushel. 
Ever  since  the  time  of  Diogenes, 
however,  the  lantern  has  been 
used  in  procuring  that  which  it 
is  hard  to  get,  and  so  there  is  no 
need  of  a  discussion  as  to  why  the 
lantern  is  used  by  Bryn  Mawr- 
tyrs  "on  the  road  to  a  degree." 
Several  years  ago  there  ap- 
peared in  the  Lantern  four 
stanzas  under  the  name  of  "Song. 
Tune— 'One  Fish  Ball.'  "  Most 
readers  read  over  the  unsigned 
verses  quite  unaware  that  from 
them  came  the  name  of  the  paper 
itself,  as  well  as  all  our  lantern's 
traditions.  The  song  was  writ- 
ten by  Dr.  E.  Washburn  Hop- 
kins, former  professor  of  Greek 
at  Bryn  Mawr.  The  first  stanza 
runs  thus : 

"  I  was  a  maiden,  meek  and  mild, 

That  now  am  an  experiment, 
I  was  a  simple,  simple  child, 

And  void  of  time  and  firmament; 
My  maiden  life,  alas !  'tis  gone. 

Behold  me  now !  I  am  a  star ! 
A  beacon  light  that  gleams  forlorn, 

The  only  lantern  in  Bryn  Mawr." 

From   this   last  line   the   idea 
came  to  a  member  of  '89,  then 
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"The  only  lantern  in  Bryn 
Mawr,"  that  a  lantern  would 
be  a  suitable  emblem  to  present 
to  the  next  entering  class.  Who 
it  was  that  had  this  happy 
thought,  I  do  not  know,  but 
doubtless  in  her  day  she  had  the 
glory  that  was  her  due  and  the 
memory  of  her  triumph  she  will 
always  cherish. 

In  the  fall  of  1886,  the  Class 
of  '90  were  the  grand  possessors 
of  the  first  class  lanterns.  These 
were  received  on  the  night  of  the 
Sophomore  "entertainment."  By 
the  spring  of  1889  it  was  con- 
sidered so  essential  that  every 
Bryn  Mawr  student  have  a  lan- 
tern, that  each  member  of  '89 — 
the  only  class  that  had  none — 
was  given  a  small  silver  lantern 
for  a  watch  charm.  Until  the 
fall  of  1897  the  lanterns  were 
presented  to  the  Freshmen  by 
the  Sophomores  after  the  Sopho- 
more play.  Then  1900  gave  to 
1 90 1  an  outdoor  representation 
of  "As  You  Like  It."  Every- 
one knows  that  it  would  never 
do  to  present  lanterns  from  a 
stage  flooded  with  the  long  mel- 
low rays  of  the  late  afternoon 
sun.  The  flaming  maple  leaves 
themselves  would  have  put  to 
shame  the  feeble  red  light  that 
was  to  guide  1901  through  her 
college  course.  1900,  however, 
like  '97,  were  never  averse  to 
establishing  "precedents"  and 
they  were  the  first  to  celebrate 
"Cap  and  Gown  Night,"  which 
did  not  get  its  name  until  1900 
were  out  of  college. 

The  first  time  that  the  class 
lanterns  were  used  out  of  doors 


was  at  the  Junior-Senior  supper 
of  '92  and  '93.  A  procession  of 
students  with  lighted  lanterns 
formed  in  front  of  the  Gym- 
nasium and  marched  to  Denbigh, 
and  the  effect  of  the  long  line 
of  lights  threading  in  and  out, 
appearing  and  vanishing  in  the 
darkness,  was  received  with  the 
same  enthusiasm  that  the  pageant 
of  Cap  and  Gown  Night  is  re- 
ceived to-day. 

There  is  also  the  silver  Basket 
Ball  Championship  Lantern, 
which  was  presented  to  the  Ath- 
letic Association  by  '96  in  the 
spring  of  their  Senior  year.  This 
trophy  has  been  held  by  '96,  '97, 
twice  by  '00,  and  twice  by  '01. 

In  the  1902  Bryn  Mawr  calen- 
dar there  are  sketches  of  all  the 
class  lanterns  that  have  been  pre- 
sented in  Bryn  Mawr.  A  collec- 
tion of  these  lanterns  has  been 
made  and  is  soon  to  be  put  in 
Pembroke  East  with  the  collec- 
tion of  class  and  College  photo- 
graphs already  hung  there. 

All  shapes  and  patterns  of  lan- 
terns have  been  used  by  the  dif- 
ferent classes,  from  the  paper 
lantern  of  '94,  to  the  brakeman's 
lantern  of  '98  and  '99,  the  torch 
of  '97,  the  Paul  Revere  lantern 
of  '00,  the  ship  lantern  of  '01, 
and  the  more  ornate  iron  lan- 
terns of  the  classes  now  in  Col- 
lege. As  time  goes  on  an  orig- 
inal shape  will  call  for  more  and 
more  ingenuity.  If  the  spirit  of 
progress  continues  to  show  itself 
we  shall  expect  to  see  a  class  in 
the  not-far-distant  future  with 
an  electric  lantern,  battery  and 
all   complete.     G.  L.  J.,  'oo. 
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Typical  Eras  of  Skepticism. 

Last  Friday  night,  January  10, 
1902,  Dr.  A.  C.  Armstrong,  of 
Wesleyan  University,  Connecti- 
cut, addressed  the  Philosophical 
Club  on  "Typical  Eras  of  Skep- 
ticism." Dr.  Armstrong  called 
our  attention  to  the  general  cycli- 
cal character  of  thought  and  the 
need  of  investigating  general  re- 
semblances between  periods  of 
transition.  Following  this  sug- 
gestion he  took  up  in  turn  the 
three  great  eras  of  skepticism, 
tracing  their  causes  and  results, 
their  likenesses  and  unlikenesses. 

The  sophistic  era  came  at  a 
time  favorable  for  negative  con- 
clusions and  involved  all  knowl- 
edge in  its  distrust.  In  Mr.  Arm- 
strong's opinion  the  characteris- 
tic of  this  movement  is  found  in 
its  high  degree  of  culture  with- 
out a  corresponding  mass  of  phil- 
osophic truth — in  the  youth  of 
thought  and  the  lack  of  the  habit 
of  belief. 

The  second  era  beginning  with 
the  close  of  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury is  characterized  by  its  great 
extent  in  space  and  time,  its 
emancipation  from  old  traditions 
and  its  conception  of  the  modern 
spirit.  Progress  had  advanced 
beyond  medisevalism,  and  the 
pathway  to  reconstruction  had  to 
be  cut  through  skepticism  and 
doubt,  although  the  movement  as 
a  whole  is  that  of  a  reform,  not 
an  abandonment.  Mr.  Arm- 
strong traced  the  details  of  the 
era  as  it  appeared  in  France, 
where  it  was  marked  by  the  ag- 
gressive almost  vindictive  char- 
acter  of   its    leaders    and   by   a 


naive    confidence     in     its     own 
theories. 

The  present  era  of  doubt  dif- 
fers from  the  preceding  in  its 
complexity  of  questions  and  con- 
flicting tendencies — in  its  neces- 
sity of  dealing  at  once  with  old 
and  new  problems — while  con- 
temporary reflection  is  marked 
by  ingrained  moral  thinking  and 
seriousness.  A  conservative  ten- 
dency keeps  us  from  the  utter 
negation  of  other  days,  showing 
progress  even  in  negation  while 
all  signs  point  to  the  dawning  of 
a  new  constructive  age. 

M.  B.,  '02. 


Inspired. 

There  was  a  knock  at  the 
Senior's  door.  The  Senior  looked 
up  from  her  note-book  in  pro- 
found astonishment.  To  brave 
that  engaged  sign  one  would 
have  to  be  either  a  raving  lunatic 
or  a  complete  imbecile.  She  mut- 
tered, "Come  in,  whichever  you 
are."  "Did  you  say  come  in?" 
asked  the  Freshman,  putting  in 
her  head,  doubtfully.  "Ah," 
said  the  Senior,  "its  the  latter. 
Yes,  come  in,  certainly,  Miss 
Hardy,  if  you  want  anything 
very  much."  The  Freshman 
hesitated.  "I  wish  you'd  call  me 
Annabel,  Miss  Taylor,"  she 
sighed. 

"Well,  come  in,  Annabel — if 
you  want  anything  very  much," 
repeated  the  Senior  with  signifi- 
cant emphasis  in  tones  cool  and 
business-like,  "and  don't  trouble 
to  remove  the  engaged  sign.  I'd 
rather  not  be  disturbed  by  any- 
one else." 
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The  Freshman  beamed  hap- 
pily. "Oh,  how  nice,"  she  mur- 
mured, "just  you  and  I  together! 
It  seems  too  good  to  be  true. 
It's  like  a  dream,  Miss  Taylor." 

"Or  a  night-mare,"  muttered 
the  Senior.  "And  now,  if  you 
really  want  anything  " 

The  Freshman  sat  down.  "I 
do,"  she  said,  "I  want  your  opin- 
ion and  your  advice.  You  see, 
I've  got  a  plan  to  make  money 
for  the  Students'  Fund." 

"Oh,  have  you?"  ejaculated 
the  Senior,  with  sudden  interest. 
"I  am  delighted.  Of  course, 
whatever  I  can  do  " 

The  Freshman  stammered  ec- 
statically, "Oh,  Miss  Taylor, 
if  you  only  would.  You  could 
write  it  with  me,  you  know,  and 
then  it  would  be  really  splendid !" 

"Could  I?  Would  it?  What 
on  earth  are  you  talking  about?" 
asked  the  Senior. 

"Why,  don't  you  understand? 
The  story.  I'm  going  to  write  a 
story,  you  see,  the  kind  they  put 
in  magazines,  only  better,  be- 
cause you'll  help  me." 

"Is  that  so?  That's  a  very 
worthy  idea.  And  then  what?" 
asked  the  Senior,  curiously. 

"Then?  Why,  then  I'll  send 
it  to  a  publisher,  and  I'll  give 
the  monev " 

"All  of  it?"  said  the  Senior. 

"Oh,  yes.  I  may  as  well.  I 
don't  actually  need  it  myself. 
Shall  I  tell  you  the  plan  of  the 
story,  Miss  Taylor?" 

"I  am  on  tenter-hooks  till  it  is 
disclosed,"  murmured  the  Senior. 

"Well  it's  going  to  be  a  love 
story,    because   that's    what    the 


public  likes.  Don't  you  think  so, 
Miss  Taylor?"  The  Senior 
nodded  with  conviction. 

"And  it  has  a  hero,  of  course." 

"Of  course,"  said  the  Senior. 
"Is  he  handsome  as  a  Greek  god, 
with  drooping  fair  mustaches, 
high  white  brow,  and  the  debon- 
air manner  of  a  young  prince?" 

"Why  how  did  you  guess?" 
cried  the  Freshman.  "That  de- 
scribes him  exactly,  and  I  hadn't 
told  a  living  soul.  You're  won- 
derfully clever,  Miss  Taylor. 
You  are,  really." 

"Oh,  you  flatter  me,"  said  the 
Senior.  "And  now  how  about 
the  heroine?  Is  she  radiantly 
beautiful,  or  only  charmingly 
pretty,  or  has  she  that  in  her  face 
which  is  better  than  mere 
beauty  ?" 

The  Freshman  blushed.  "Well 
— I'd  thought  of  having  myself 
for  the  heroine,"  she  confessed 
shyly. 

"Excellent !"  exclaimed  the 
Senior  in  a  frenzy  of  approba- 
tion. "The  very  thing !  And 
the  villain?  Of  course  there's 
a  villain?" 

"The  villain   is   a   professor." 

"Oh,  my  dear  girl,"  began  the 
Senior,  in  horrified  expostula- 
tion. 

"That  is,"  said  the  Freshman, 
hastily,  "he  isn't  a  real  professor. 
He  is  the  arch-enemy  and  would- 
be  lover  of  the  heroine  disguised 
as  a  professor.  He  dogs  the 
footsteps  of  the  heroine  like  the 
fiend  he  is.  She,  ignorant  of  his 
dangerous  proximity,  rushes  on 
to  her  doom." 

"The  hero,  noble  high-souled 
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Maximillian  would  fain  save 
her,"  went  on  the  Senior,  "but 
alas !  he  is  powerless.  His  every 
move  is  watched  by  assassins, 
cowardly  accomplices  of  the 
black-hearted  Fitz-Hugh  Mor- 
timer; and  all  his  daring  efforts 
are  thwarted.  At  length,  brav- 
ing the  most  incredible  dangers 
in  order  to  possess  himself  of 
pen,  ink,  and  paper,  he  prepares 
to  write  the  lovely  Annabel  a 
missive,  only  to  find  that  the  ink 
has  dried  up  in  the  bottle — he 
has  been  deceived  by  a  brutal 
jailer — and  he  must  use  his  own 
precious     life-fluid.       He     then 

writes " 

"He  writes,"  cried  the  Fresh- 
man, "a  poem  beginning: 

3 
"  'O  beautiful  Annabel,  star  of 
my  life, 
Meet  to  be  mine  or  any  man's 
wife !'  " 

"With  the  usual  extravagant 
praise  of  lovers,"  reflected  the 
Senior.  "Well,  and  when  he  has 
dispatched  the  missive  by  a  trusty 
carrier  pigeon,  what  then?" 

"Why,  he  has  a  tried  and  true 
friend,  who  comes  secretly  by 
night  to  the  prison  and  takes  him 
away  " 

"In  an  air-ship,"  added  the 
Senior.     "And  then?" 

"Then  there  is  a  joyous  re- 
union of  the  lovers " 

"And  the  story  ends  with  the 
sweet  pealing  of  marriage  bells  ?" 

"Oh,  dear,  no !  The  story  isn't 
nearly  done.  Annabel  tells  the 
hero,  who  is  terribly  poor  be- 
cause he  is  a  philosopher,  that 


she  can  never  marry  him  until 
the  college  has  gotten  its  two 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dol- 
lars. You  see,  that'll  be  a  kind 
of  hint  to  the  public  for  gifts." 

"I  see,"  said  the  Senior,  "a 
master  stroke  of  diplomacy,  as 
it  were.     Well?" 

"Well,  one  day  he  is  digging." 

"By  way  of  philosophic  past- 
time,    I    suppose  ?" 

"No,"  said  the  Freshman,  "I 
don't  know  yet  why  he  is  dig- 
ging." 

The  Senior  became  thoughtful. 
"Now  here's  a  difficulty,  a  real 
difficulty.  Why  is  he  digging? 
Let  me  see.  Why  should  he  be 
digging?  Oh!  The  simplest 
thing  in  the  world !  Because  he's 
a  grave-digger,  and  it's  his  busi- 
ness." 

"Do  you  really  think  that 
would  do  ?"  asked  the  Freshman, 
doubtfully.  "G  r  a  v  e-digging's 
awfully  sordid,  you  know.  Still, 
he  could  do  it  from  choice, 
couldn't  he,  because  he  is  a  phil- 
osopher, and  likes  to  think  on 
death  and  serve  the  dead.  So 
one  day  when  he  is  digging  he 
finds  a  buried  treasure." 

"Oh,  yes,  a  hoard  guarded  by 
a  dragon.  And  he  slays  the 
dragon  after  the  manner  of  Si- 
gurd in  the  General  English 
course  which  you  are  studying 
this  year.     I  see.    And  then?" 

"Then  he  goes  home  and 
marries   Annabel." 

The  Senior  looked  dubious. 
"Wouldn't  a  tragic  ending  be 
more  artistic  ?"  she  asked.  "This 
way  for  instance:  Annabel  pre- 
sents the  money  to  the  college 
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and  dies  of  joy  as  she  does  so. 
Maximillian  digs  her  grave,  and 
throws  himself  into  it.  The  vil- 
lain, who  has  returned  suddenly 
from  Cochin,  China,  whither  he 
had  fled  to  escape  the  deadly 
hatred  of  the  hero,  shakes  his 
fist  above  the  grave,  and  laughs, 
'Ha,  ha!  'Tis  I  who  am  victor 
at  last !'  And  now,  if  you  please, 
the  story  being  done,  I'd  like  to 
study  my  chemistry." 

The  Freshman  rose  hastily. 
"How  dreadful !  I've  been  keep- 
ing you  from  your  work.  And 
you've  been  so  kind.  If  you'll 
just  tell  me  honestly  what  you 
think  of  the  story." 

"I  think  it's  inspired,"  said  the 
Senior,  solemnly 

"And  that  it's  a  good  plan  for 
helping  the  Students'  Fund?" 

"Unquestionably." 

"Well,  good-bye,  thanks  aw- 
fully, and  oh — what  did  you 
mean  when  I  came  in,  and  you 
said  'It's  the  latter?'  " 

"But  it  wasn't  'the  latter,'  after 
all,"  said  the  Senior.  "That  was 
a  great  mistake.  In  the  light  of 
subsequent  events  I  see  that  'the 
former'  is  what  I  really  should 
have  said.  Good-bye."  And  the 
Senior  turned  resolutely  to  her 
note-books. 

S.  M.,  '02. 


Bryn  Mawr  Club. 

In  accordance  with  the  wishes 
of  the  members,  the  regular  club 
day  for  serving  tea  will  hereafter 
be  Wednesday. 

There  was  a  special  business 
meeting  at  the  Club  House,  138 


East  Fortieth  street,  on  Wednes- 
day, January  15.  The  business 
was :  A  discussion  of  means  to 
raise  a  club  contribution  to  the 
Alumnss  Fund  for  the  Bryn 
Mawr  College  Library. 

Two  teas  were  given  by  the 
Bryn  Mawr  Club,  of  New  York, 
to  the  undergraduates  in  New 
York,  on  December  26  and  Jan- 
uary 2. 


Said  a  maiden,  "At  mid-years  I 
think  that  we  ought 

By  Singers,  instead  of  Pro- 
fessors, be  taught. 

"Just  think,  if  you  please, 
With   what  wonderful   ease, 
Without  worry  or  work  we  could 
reach  to  H.  C.'s." 
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Lillian  Vickers,  1903. 

On  Tuesday,  January  7,  a  meeting-  of  the  Undergraduate  Asso- 
ciation was  called  and  the  following  resolutions  were  passed :  Be  it 
Resolved,  That  the  Undergraduate  Association  of  Bryn  Mawr 
College  feels  a  great  loss  in  the  death  of  its  esteemed  member, 
Lillian  Vickers,  and  wishes  to  express  to  the  members  of  her  family 
its  sincerest  sympathy  in  their  grief.     Be  it 

Resolved,  That  the  above  resolutions  be  adopted  by  the  Asso- 
ciation, be  recorded  in  the  minutes  and  be  sent  in  copy  to  the  rela- 
tives of  the  deceased. 

Elizabeth  Congdon,  President, 
Mabel  H.  Norton,  Secretary. 
On  the  same  day  the  President  of  '03  called  a  meeting  of  the 
class  and  the  following  resolution    was  passed : 

The  members  of  the  Class  of  '03  have  heard  with  deep  sorrow  of 
the  death  of  their  classmate,  Lillian  Vickers.  They  desire  to  express 
to  her  family  their  deep  and  heartfelt  sympathy  for  the  loss  which 
they  have  sustained. 

On  behalf  of  the  Class, 

Gertrude  E.  Dietrich,  President, 
Eleanor  Wallace,  Secretary. 


Miss  Williams'  Account  of 
the  College  Settlement  in 
New  York. 

The  college  settlements  in  New 
York  and  Chicago  were  estab- 
lished twelve  years  ago,  the  latter 
by  Miss  Adams,  and  the  former 
by  a  body  of  women  who 
gathered  their  inspiration  from 
Twombley  Hall.  Miss  Williams 
appealed  to  us  as  college  women 
to  keep  in  mind  our  responsi- 
bilities in  the  settlements  and  to 
remember  also  that  we  should  not 
store  up  the  knowledge  we  ac- 
quire at  college,  but  be  always 
ready  to  transmit  it  to  those  who 
have    fewer    advantages.      Miss 


Adams,  in  particular,  has  found 
difficulty  in  that  the  lectures — 
or  rather,  talks,  delivered  at  the 
settlement  do  not  usually  present 
information  in  the  palatable  and 
interesting  form  which  is  essen- 
tial to  the  uneducated  mind. 

A  new  house  is  about  to  be 
opened  in  Rivington  street,  into 
which  will  be  moved  the  schools 
of  cooking,  sewing,  general 
house-work,  and  manual  train- 
ing as  well  as  the  club  rooms,  for 
the  present  house  is  overcrowd- 
ed. The  teaching  of  general 
house-work  has  as  pupils  the 
foreign  women  of  the  neighbor- 
hood   who    have   never   learned 
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how  to  keep  house  properly.  All 
the  young  people  are  organized 
into  clubs,  and  this  system  of 
self-government  is  found  very 
beneficial.  The  music  classes  are 
also  very  successful,  as  they  not 
only  develop  artistic  perception, 
but  they  have  at  times  even  found 
pupils  with  very  decided  talent. 

The  members  of  the  settle- 
ment represent  the  district  in 
which  they  live  on  public  school 
boards,  boards  of  tenement-house 
investigation,  etc.  Apropos  of 
this,  Miss  Williams  gave  some 
harrowing  details  of  life  in  the 
famous  "double-decker"  tene- 
ments, and  told  of  the  expected 
reforms  under  the  new  law. 

She  next  gave  an  account  of  the 
farm  owned  by  the  settlement 
thirty  miles  from  New  York, 
where  in  summer  they  accommo- 
date 800  people  for  two  weeks 
each.  One  of  the  settlement 
clubs  is  now  rehearsing  "Pina- 
fore," for  the  purpose  of  raising 
$100  to  macadamize  the  road 
leading  to  the  farmhouse. 

Miss  Williams  closed  with  a 
cordial  invitation  to  us  all  to 
visit  the  settlement  when  in  New 
York. 


Impressions. 

It  was  rumored  that  upon  the 
surface  of  a  certain  hill,  in  the 
gray  stone  edifices  plainly  dis- 
cernible from  a  distance,  there 
dwelt  four  races  of  strange  ani- 
mals. Of  their  shapes,  habits 
and  modes  of  living,  however,  no 
word  was  known  until  one  day, 
not  long  since  a  brave  and 
famous  traveler  penetrated  into 
the  inmost  recesses  of  that  hill 


and  brought  forth  information 
concerning  the  inhabitants  there- 
of. And  the  sum  and  substance 
of  his  discoveries,  is  as  follows : 

When  our  traveler  first  entered 
into  this  domain  his  eye  was  at- 
tracted by  certain  creatures  skip- 
ping madly  about  over  the  fields. 
These  he  considered  carefully, 
although  their  antics  were  diffi- 
cult to  follow,  owing  to  their  like- 
ness in  color  to  the  grass  upon 
which  they  were  sporting  This 
dazzling  hue  and  the  inordinate 
development  of  their  cerebral 
hemisphere,  are  the  most  notice- 
able features  of  the  beasts.  In- 
deed the  latter  characteristic  is  so 
marked,  that  at  times  their  heads 
seem  to  overbalance  them  and  for 
hours  they  chatter  senseless  gib- 
berish, their  manners  highly  re- 
sembling those  of  the  long-tailed 
ape.  For  convenience'  sake  this 
class  is  known  to  scientists  as 
"Verdantaria  Freshmania." 

Thence  proceeding,  the  ex- 
plorer happened  upon  a  second 
race :  the  "Frigida  Sophomora." 
In  certain  ways  these  are  not  un- 
like the  first.  They  also  possess 
craniums  abnormal  in  size,  but 
no  trace  is  found  of  the  green 
color,  and  their  manners,  al- 
though certainly  somewhat  ec- 
centric and  unreliable  yet  seem  to 
possess  a  shade  more  method 
and  measure  than  those  of  the 
Verdantaria,  if  indeed,  method 
and  measure  can  be  applied  to 
beings  so  utterly  lacking  in 
any  method.  Their  ears  are 
very  large  and  flapping,  their 
jaws  very  remarkably  developed 
and  their  arrival  is  always  her- 
alded by  shrieks  and  shouts  and 
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other  uncouth  noises.  Finally 
their  hatred  for  the  Freshmania 
is  so  intense  as  to  inspire  wonder, 
for  to  such  lengths  does  the  heat 
of  their  rage  go,  that  the  air  by 
comparison  becomes  perceptibly 
cooler  when  the  two  chance  to 
meet. 

Next  upon  our  traveler's  list 
comes  the  race  of  "Juniores." 
Unlike  the  "Sophomora,"  these 
show  a  decided  though  superior 
kindness  to  the  "Verdantaria," 
whom,  several  times  each  year, 
they  guard  from  the  fierce  on- 
slaughts of  the  "Frigida."  The 
Juniores  are  far  above  the  pre- 
ceding classes,  even  at  times  dis- 
playing attributes  nearly  human. 
They  seem  to  have  a  strange 
though  distinct  code  of  laws  and 
it  is  noticeable  that  they  are 
prone  to  make  low  hissing  noises 
with  their  mouths,  which  have  an 
effect  almost  uncanny  upon  those 
around,  producing  an  instan- 
taneous  and   awesome   hush. 

Fourth  and  last  we  come  to  the 


"Seniores."  Perhaps  the  most 
curious  fact  concerning  these  is 
that  at  certain  periods  of  the  year 
they  one  and  all  turn  a  brilliant 
and  dazzling  blue.  It  is  con- 
jectured that  this  is  owing  to  a 
strange  and  lingering  illness 
known  as  "oralia,"  with  which 
they  are  stricken.  This  disease 
is  peculiar  to  them  alone  and 
sometimes  attacks  them  but  once, 
but  oftener  four  or  five  times  a 
year.  While  the  disease  is  in 
progress  they  are  pitiful  to  be- 
hold. It  destroys  their  sleep  and 
they  wander  around  aimlessly  or 
sit  immovable  with  vacant  stare, 
uttering  odd  noises.  That  there 
is  a  cure  for  this  illness  is  well 
known,  but  its  process  and 
method  is  hidden  from  all  save 
the  initiated. 

Of  the  interesting  manners 
and  customs  of  these  curious 
beasts  many  more  marvelous 
tales  might  be  told,  but  time  and 
space  do  not  permit. 

F.  E.  M.,  '05. 


Alumnae  Notes. 

'93- 
Margaret    Hill    Hilles,    who 
recently  resigned  her  wardenship 
of  Merion  Hall,  has  announced 


her  engagement  to  Mr.  Joseph 
Esrey  Johnson,  of  Virginia. 

'97- 
Lydia  Mitchell  Albertson  Tier- 
ney  has  a  son,  Edmund  Russell 
Tierney,  born  December  3,  1901. 
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'98. 

Grace  C.  Lounsbery  is  visit- 
ing Miss  France,  at  the  Low 
Buildings. 

'01. 

May  Southgate  has  taken  Miss 
Hilles'  place  as  warden  of 
Merion  Hall. 

It  is  rumored  that  E.  T.  Daly 
is  getting  up  a  production  of 
"She  Stoops  to  Conquer,"  which 
will  be  given  for  the  benefit  of 
the  Library  fund,  in  the  Bryn 
Mawr  College  Gymnasium,  on 
either  the  fifteenth  or  twenty- 
second  of  February.  The  fol- 
lowing members  of  the  Class  of 
'01  will  form  part  of  the  cast :  E. 
T.  Daly,  Emily  Cross,  Marion 
Parris,  Edith  Houghton,  and 
Patty  Williams,  while  Amy 
Steiner,  of  '99,  will  probably  ap- 
pear in  her  famous  character, 
Tony  Lumpkins. 

The  Alumnae  Association  will 
hold  its  usual  meeting  at  Bryn 
Mawr  on   February  the  eighth. 

A  team  of  Bryn  Mawr  Alum- 
nae played  a  game  of  basket  ball 
with  a  team  of  Smith  Alumnae, 
in  New  York  during  the  Christ- 
mas vacation,  in  which  Bryn 
Mawr  was  defeated. 


When  Tildy  Dance. 

Dere's  many  a  step  in  de  minuet, 

Powerful  grand  an'  slow, 
Wid   de   sweepin'   bows   an'    de 
curtseys,  yet 
Dere's  a  livelier  dance  I  know. 
Where  de  candles  am  ashinin'  on 

de  pine-wood  floor, 
She  foots  it  toe  and  heel, 
An'  niggers  dey  crowd  to  de 
kitchin  door, 
When  Tildy  dance  de  reel. 


Fiddles  start  ascrapin',  an'  dey 
strike  up  a  song, 
(You  can  hear  it  to  de  bottom 
of  de  street). 
An'  my  heart  you  can  bet  is  afol- 
lerin'  along 
To  de  tap  of  Tildy's  feet. 
Break-down     here,      Kentucky- 
shuffle  dere, 
Petticoats  aturnin'  in  a  whirl. 
Right  foot,  left  foot,  shake  it  in 
de  air. 
Say,  you  should  see  dat  girl ! 
A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


Dick. 

I  had  a  little  cunning  calf, 
With  black-and-whitey  fur, 

I  don't  think  mamma  loves  me 
half 
As  much  as  I  loved  her. 

We  used  to  call  her  Dick  for 
short, 

Her  name  was  Dickey-Sue. 
It  was  the  most  exciting  sport 

When  she  took  after  you, 

And  chased  you  to  the  kitchen- 
shed, 
Then  stood  and  stamped  her 
feet, 
Until  you  got  her  lots  of  bread 
And  lumps  of  salt  to  eat. 

One  day  he  bought  our  Dickey- 
Sue — 

A  horrid  butcher  man — 
When  I'm  a  great  big  bully,  too, 

I'll  lick  him  if  I  can. 

And  oh,  how  sad  I  often  feel, 
It  really  makes  me  sick 

To  know  whenever  we  eat  veal, 
We  mav  be  eating  Dick. 

G.  F.  W.,  '04. 
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Verses. 

A  maid   sent   some  poetry,   in- 

sistin' 
That  it  should  go  in  The  Phil- 
istine. 
When   the  editors   ended 
Her  hopes,  she  pretended 
Her  poetry  had  only  been  vis'tin'. 


A    green    little    Freshman    one 

bright  summer's  day 
Some    chemicals    mixed   in    her 

green  little  way, 
And   now   o'er   the   Freshman's 

green  little  grave 
The  green  little  grasses  serenely 

do  wave.  '05. 


Baby  German. 
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Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.   Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 

902  Chestnut  Street  Philadelphia 

Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  SAMUEL  ,assu 


St. 


announces  her  removal  to 

1623  Chestnut 

and  is  now  ready  with  a 
full  assortment  of  V    V 

French  Models 
Hats,  Bonnets  and  Toques, 
Neck   Ruffs   and   Veilings 

New  Department  in  charge  of  MR.  H.  LEVY,  formerly 
with  Madame  Nash 

Ladies'    Tailor-made    Gowns,    Riding 
Habits,  Evening  Wraps     \"     .-.     V     .-. 


i»»3»$£S$£»£&^£££££saE£$$£»»&3£»»»>»»»&s$£&»»»a^»»»£ 


Scbrciber  &  Kerr 

for  Morning  "Wear,  Walk- 
ing, Traveling,  Yachting, 
and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 
Sports  and  Pastimes    <£  <£•  <£  <£  &  J* 


HnsHB&SSaP&i&k. 


135  SOUTH  $ 

ELEVENTH  * 

STREET ...  jg 

Philadelphia  w 


ALL  GOODS  MADE  ON  THESE  PREMISES 


?34s»^^€€i$i€^i^N 


s^i€i€3Si8€33i3s€€€<S€€€S€€€3i4B@€^3i€€€$:€€€€€€%'€d 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Optician 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
Broad  Street  Station 


LAYLOCK  &.    BLYNN 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of = 


FURS 

AND 

HATS 

For  Young  Ladies 
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/M3gatf/2*S± 


r. 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     Co'3*tt 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 

Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery ,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs \  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

12 14  Chestnut  Street 

WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 

most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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and. 


Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

J  222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  and  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co* 

^S3»*^OPTICIANS 
JOJO  CHESTNUT   STREET 


Charles   W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St» 

Philadelphia 

%Clee's  cileries 

!  5 18  Chestnut  Street 


'icfUF><£§  and 

The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

<£      Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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FENNER'S,  Lancaster   Ave. 


127  So.  12th  St. 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOXJ  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBAN1UM  ? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

BOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY =^ 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

Hi  BnjH  iwawr  Pfiaraacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    All  kinds 
of  Stationery.      Prescriptions  a    Specialty. 

GOODS  DELIVERED   PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

jelIcTwilson  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists   in    Fine    Shoe    Repairing    and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundry,  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

JPRtCK/TT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  n  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .-.      V      .-.      v 

Home-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 

BRINTON  BROS. 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

Shoe  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

2S  and  27  Worth  I3th  St.,  PMladelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North  Ninth  St., 
Phila.,  Pa.,  also  30 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


/flvil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3943-49  IDarKet  $t. 

^PENNSYLVANIA 
I  L  R  O  A  D 


The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 


THE  ROUTE  OF 


The   Pennsylvania 


Limited 


THE  MOST  PERFECT  RAILWAY 
TRAIN  OF  THIS  PROGRESSIVE 
AGE      .'.     v     .-.     v    .-,     v     .-.     v 


RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 

New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis        ^^^^^^^^^ 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every   Home    Comfort 


J. 

B. 

HUTCHINSON 

J. 

R 

.  WOOD 

Gen.  Manager 

Gen.  Pass. 

Ag't. 

GEO. 

W. 

BOYD 

Asst 

.  Gen.  Pass. 

Ag't. 

P,  N.  DEGERBER6 


143 J  Ghestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Ladies'  Cailor 


ESTABLISHED   18BO 

-'     ~     - l : 

BROADBENT.CO. 

<£    flrfislsand; 
Photographers 

$  J415  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 

Portraiture  in  plain  photography,  crayon, 
water  color  or  pastel  from  life  or  by  copy. 
Landscape,  or  interior  work .  Grouping 
indoor  or  in  the  open  air.  Only  the  best 
work  at  reasonable  prices. 

Special  Rates  to  Students 


SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

An  unequaled  combination  of 
comfort  and  economy 


WOMEN'S  CALFSKIN 
BLUCHERS -^- H  e  a  v  y 
Sole,  Extension  Edge     . 


WOn  EN'S  CALFSKIN 
LACE  BOOT—  Dull  Tops, 
Extra  Heavy  .Sole,  Ex- 
tension Edge     .     .     .     . 


$500 
$5.00 


A  fine  assortment  of  -Superior  Slippers, 
$5.* 50  up.  Special  selection  of  orna- 
ments and  trimmings  Applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference. 


_ 1226  -■ — - 

Cfcestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA,    PA. 


FOR  PRIVATE  CIRCULATION  ONLY 

Published  Fortnightly  at  Bryn  Mawr 


Bryn  Mawr  College,  pa.,  Friday,  Jan.  31, 1902.     10c. 
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Editorial. 

The  first  semester  of  another 
college  year  has  ended.  Days 
have  succeeded  to  days  and 
weeks  to  weeks  after  the  time- 
old  and  inevitable  fashion  of  days 
and  weeks.  Months  have  grown 
from  minutes  regardless  and  un- 
regarded. October  with  its  bus- 
tling first  weeks;  November,  fa- 
vorite month  of  quizzes,  but  in 
the  end  not  without  balm  and 
brief  rest  for  the  weary ;  Decem- 


ber bringing  slowly  in  its  train 
the  Christmas  vacation  that  once 
to  our  impatient  restlessness 
seemed  as  far  off  and  unattain- 
able as  the  stars — all  these  we 
have  come  at  last  to  look  back 
upon — and  in  what  spirit?  The 
Philistine  can  only  surmise. 

To  the  Freshmen,  so  he  thinks, 
these  months  must  have  been  a 
revelation.  Not  altogether  pleas- 
urable perhaps;  perhaps  even  a 
disappointment.    Great  and  noble 
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expectations,  such  as  Freshmen 
for  the  most  part  cherish  in  the 
beginning,  may  have  had  slight 
and  discouraging  realization ;  the 
frivolity  of  college  life  may  have 
seemed  to  over-weigh  a  worthier 
seriousness.  Should  this  be  the 
case,  The  Philistine  can  con- 
fidently assure  the  Freshmen  that 
the  years  will  not  pass  over  their 
heads  without  bringing  a  radical 
change  of  mind.  If,  on  the  other 
hand,  social  gaiety  has  exercised 
its  fascinations  too  alluringly,  as 
in  former  years  it  has  been 
known  to  do,  The  Philistine 
feels  that  he  need  say  nothing 
in  warning.  The  mid-years  will 
have  been  monitor  sufficient. 

To  the  Sophomore  the  months 
have  doubtless  been  zestful  and 
crowned  with  a  peculiar  joy. 
They  have  emerged  triumphantly 
from  behind  a  veil  of  insignifi- 
cance, and  have  tasted  power. 
They  have  been  enabled  to  regard 
Freshmen  with  scorn,  Juniors 
with  indifference  and  Seniors 
with  patronizing  friendliness.  If 
they  have  not  so  regarded,  they 
are  unique  in  the  ranks  of  Sopho- 
mores. 

To  the  Juniors  what  have  the 
past  months  been  ?  Not  all  idle- 
ness, so  The  Philistine  has  been 
led  to  believe,  basing  his  belief 
on  most  excellent  authority.  Con- 
ditions acquired  with  an  engag- 
ing ease  in  the  days  of  folly  and 
flightiness,  and  retained  until 
now  firmly  even  as  priceless 
treasures,  have  suddenly  assumed 
alarming  aspect  and  proportions. 
They  are  things  to  be  got  rid  of 
and  that  at  once.  So  the  Junior 
has  begun  to  look  grave; — the 


gravity  is  becoming,  carrying 
with  it  a  high  scholastic  dig- 
nity above  even  the  dignity 
of  caps  and  gowns — has  begun 
to  regard  her  A.  B.  as  neither 
a  myth  nor  a  matter  for  jest,  but 
as  a  highly  desirable  end;  and 
in  view  of  greater  ordeals  to 
come  has  begun  to  consider  her 
health  with  a  jealous  and  sensible 
care.  All  this  without  losing 
or  in  any  way  endangering  her 
eternal,  amazing  charm. 

But  the  gravity  of  the  Junior 
is  a  lightsome  jollity  compared 
with  the  mournful  seriousness 
which  crushes  the  spirit  of  the 
Seniors.  Not  only  have  the 
Seniors  toiled  unremittingly  on 
each  and  every  day  of  the  semes- 
ter— for  what  particular  and 
painful  purpose  The  Philistine 
refrains  from  saying  because  of 
his  many  and  pointed  allusions 
in  past  numbers — they  have, 
moreover,  been  unceasingly 
harassed  by  a  dreadful  conscious- 
ness. A  prospect  of  coming  sepa- 
ration constantly  appalls  them. 
Every  minute  is  saddened  be- 
cause it  is  in  the  nature  of  a 
farewell  to  them.  They  regret 
even  the  passing  of  the  mid-years 
— the  double  meaning  is  an  ac- 
cident of  words  not  altogether 
unfelicitous — and  bring  to  the 
contemplation  of  the  finals  an 
exalted  sentiment.  It  is  for  the 
Seniors  that  The  Philistine,  in 
considering  the  end  of  the  semes- 
ter, feels  most  deeply.  The 
Freshmen  have  his  proffers  of 
comradeship ;  the  Sophomores, 
his  genial  and  hearty  good-will; 
the  Juniors,  his  uplifted  admira- 
tion ;  but  his  keen  sympathy  is 
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given  unreservedly  to  the  Seniors 
for  whom  the  coming  semester 
is  the  last. 

A  concluding  word — in  regard 
to  The  Philistine  himself.  He 
would  like  to  avow  modestly  that 
in  the  last  semester  he  has  been 
what  in  all  former  times  he  was 
and  in  all  future  times  will  never 
fail  to  be — the  cleverest  and  wit- 
tiest of  literary  efforts,  a  source 
of  hilarious  joy  to  his  readers,  a 
pride  and  delight  to  his  editors, 
and  to  all  who  harbor  him  a 
practical  household  possession  of 
innumerable  utilities. 


Philistine  contributions  may 
be  dropped  into  the  box  marked 
The  Fortnightly  Philistine 
which  has  been  placed  in  the 
library. 


College  Notes. 

Dr.  George  C.  Barton  is  to 
have  leave  of  absence  next  year. 
He  will  go  to  Palestine,  where  he 
will  preside  at  the  school  which 
has  been  recently  instituted  for 
the  Advancement  of  Biblical 
Learning. 

On  the  evening  of  January  13, 
Hamilton  Wright  Mabie  ad- 
dressed the  Graduate  Club  and 
the  Faculty  of  the  College,  on 
"Idealism  in  American  Life." 

The  Federation  of  Graduate 
Clubs  met  at  Washington  on 
January  2,7  and  28.  Miss  Tostin- 
son  went  as  delegate-at-large, 
and  Miss  Bourland  as  regular 
delegate  from  Bryn  Mawr. 

On  the  twenty-fifth  of  Feb- 
ruary, Dr.  Howard  A.  Kelly,  of 
the    Johns     Hopkins     Medical 


School,  will  present  to  the  Col- 
lege a  life-size  medallion  of  Miss 
Susan  B.  Antony,  made  by  Miss 
Leila  Usher,  of  Boston.  After 
the  presentation,  Miss  Antony 
and  Mrs.  Florence  Fenwick 
Miller,  of  Boston,  will  deliver 
addresses  on  "Equal  Suffrage  for 
Women,"  in  the  Chapel,  at  8 
p.  m. 

All  arrangements  have  been 
made  with  the  Bell  Telephone 
Company  for  placing  a  slot  tele- 
phone in  each  of  the  halls.  Stu- 
dents are  requested  to  notify  their 
friends  that  no  calls  will  be  re- 
ceived at  the  College  except  those 
of  the  utmost  importance. 

Miss  Martha  G.  Thomas  is 
making  a  collection  of  photo- 
graphs of  all  classes  and  of  the 
various  Basketball  and  Hockey 
teams.  The  pictures  will  be  hung 
in  the  hall  of  Pembroke  East. 

On  February  15,  Prof.  Walter 
A.  Wyckoff,  of  Princeton  Uni- 
versity, will  address  the  Grad- 
uate Club. 

The  Undergraduate  Fund  has 
reached  the  sum  of  $2,000. 

Two  members  of  the  Sopho- 
more Class  have  conceived  an  ex- 
tremely original  plan  for  raising 
money  toward  the  Library  Fund. 
Ping-pong  tables  are  now  being 
made,  which,  when  completed, 
will  be  placed  in  the  basement  of 
Merion.  For  the  modest  sum  of 
ten  cents  the  tables  may  be  used 
for  an  hour. 


All  articles  for  the  Lantern 
must  be  in  by  February  28.  A 
box  for  articles  is  in  the  English 
Reading  Room. 
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The  Circus. 

Johnny  was  eight  years  old, 
and  he  had  never  been  to  the 
circus,  owing  to  financial  con- 
siderations which  need  not  be 
enlarged  upon.  Johnny's  mother 
went  out  by  the  day  to  scrub 
floors,  when  she  did  anything  at 
all,  and  he  never  even  broached 
to  her  the  subject  of  a  circus. 
None  the  less  the  thought  glowed 
in  his  mind,  like  the  ideal  of  a 
crusading  knight.  He  stood  for 
hours  in  front  of  alluring  posters, 
pictures  of  ladies  on  white  horses, 
leaping  through  silver  rings,  ele- 
phants ringing  dinner-bells,  char- 
iot races.  Each  bedizened  detail 
he  studied,  until  the  entire  pro- 
gram was  emblazoned  on  his 
memory,  beginning  with  the 
triumphal  march,  and  including 
side-shows,  and  the  great  spec- 
tacle of  burning  Rome,  at  the 
end. 

Johnny  had  an  intimate  friend, 
Herbert,  who  was  the  son  of  a 
lady  for  whom  his  mother  scrub- 
bed floors.  They  were  insepa- 
rable companions  whenever  cir- 
cumstances allowed.  Johnny 
won  from  his  friend  much  incre- 
ment, in  the  shape  of  marbles, 
and  in  return  he  made  him  a 
member  of  the  Ninth  Ward  Ter- 
rors' baseball  team,  and  taught 
him  many  things  which  his 
mother  certainly  would  not  have 
approved. 

One  morning  when  the  two 
were  bean-shooting  at  cats  in  an 
alley,  Herbert  remarked  casually, 
"Don't  you  wish  you  knew  what 
I  got?" 

"Nop,"  said  Johnny,  "bet  I 
can  guess." 


"Guess,  then !" 

"You  ain't  got  nothin',"  said 
Johnny. 

"Bet  I  have." 

"Bet  yer  haven't." 

"Bet  I  have." 

"Bet  yer  can't  prove  it." 

Thus  entrapped,  Herbert  drew 
from  his  pocket  a  bright  silver 
quarter,  and  held  it  out  on  his 
extended  palm. 

"Pop  gave  it  to  me,  this  morn- 
ing," he  declared.  "It's  to  go  to 
the  circus  with." 

Johnny's  triumph  vanished ;  he 
began  to  whistle,  and  closing  one 
eye,  he  aimed  his  bean-shooter 
at  an  imaginary  cat.  At  last  he 
said,  with  labored  emphasis : 

"Don't  call  that  nothin'." 

His  friend,  chillejd,  restored 
the  quarter,  and  they  returned  to 
the  business  of  the  day. 

After  Herbert  had  gone  home, 
Johnny's  spirit  utterly  deserted 
him.  Whistling  softly,  his  bare 
toes  digging  between  the  paving- 
stones,  he  ate  his  heart  out  in 
envy  of  that  other  fortunate 
youth.  In  the  midst  of  his  woe 
he  caught  sight  of  a  bright  shin- 
ing something  between  one  of  the 
cracks,  which  he  promptly  un- 
earthed and  appropriated,  and 
which  proved  to  be — Herbert's 
quarter.  Now  this  was  an  ex- 
cellent occasion  for  inward  con- 
flict between  desire  and  con- 
science, for  hearkening  to  prompt- 
ings of  stern  morality,  but  Johnny 
was  troubled  with  nothing  of  the 
sort.  His  one  feeling  was  a  cer- 
tain wild  exultation  which  sud- 
denly turned  the  world  to  gold. 
Without  pausing  an  instant  he 
sped  to  the  site  of  the  circus-tent, 
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and  went  panting  to  the  box- 
office,  demanding  a  ticket.  He 
then  strolled  inside,  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  and  climbed 
up  to  his  seat.  It  being  an  hour 
or  so  too  early  the  place  was 
empty  of  everything  but  a  boy 
sweeping  out  papers.  The  three 
white  rings  gleamed  in  the  cen- 
tre, displaying  suggestive  para- 
phernalia of  see-saws  and  paper 
rings,  and  trapezes  overhead. 
Johnny,  for  the  first  time  legally 
within  the  outskirts  of  a  circus, 
had  no  desire  to  hasten  the  mo- 
ments. He  even  had  a  feeling 
that  when  the  great  procession 
appeared  it  might  fall  beneath  his 
hopes,  for  otherwise  mortals 
must  perish  in  ecstasy  at  the  first 
glimpse.  He  leaned  his  head 
against  the  tent-pole,  and  listened 
to  the  flapping  of  the  canvas, 
while  his  fancy  peopled  the  space 
before  him.  In  a  very  few  min- 
utes he  was  asleep. 

He  was  awakened  by  the  chore- 
boy  pulling  at  his  collar.  "Wake 
up  and  get  out.  I  got  to  sweep," 
the  chore-boy  was  saying. 

Johnny  opened  his  eyes.  The 
tent  was  still  empty,  but  a  vast 
increase  in  the  papers  strewn 
over  floor  and  benches,  a  change 
in  the  ineffable  odor  of  sawdust, 
filled  him  with  misgiving. 

"When's  it  goin'  to  start  up?" 
he  asked. 

"Start  up,  yer  bloomin'  jay! 
It's  all  over.  Guess  yer  been 
asleep." 

Johnny  hastened  from  the  tent 
with  the  one  desire  of  hiding  his 
shame  and  rage  from  the  eyes  of 


the  world.  In  the  cover  of  a 
friendly  alley  he  rolled  in  the 
mud,  and  hit  his  head  against  the 
fence  for  fully  an  hour.  As  he 
wandered  home,  who  shall  say  he 
was  not  dimly  aroused  to  a  first 
sense  of  poetic  justice? 

A.  M.  K.,  '03. 


By  Way  of  Borrowing. 

Freshman     (sitting    down    to 
cram  for  mid-years). — I  wonder 
who   will   be  the   first  to   walk 
through  that  engaged  sign? 
(A  knock  at  the  door.) 

Freshman. — Come  in.  (Enter 
Senior.)  How  do  you  do,  Miss 
Conover?  (Aside.)  Well,  she's 
old  enough  to  know  better. 

Senior  (beamingly). — I  saw 
your  sign,  Miss  Martin,  but  then 
I  knew  you'd  be  flattered  to  have 
a  Senior  call  on  you.  (Seats  her- 
self complacently.) 

Freshman  (enthusiastically). 
— Oh !  I  am,  Miss  Conover — 
especially  in  the  stress  of  mid- 
years. 

Senior. —  I  came  to  ask  you 
for  some  tea.  I  am  all  out,  and 
I  have  invited  some  girls  in  to 
meet  one  of  my  Princeton 
friends.  (Then,  surveying  the 
room.)  Oh!  I  love  your  sofa- 
pillows.  ( Falteringly. )  Mine 
are  quite  worn  out — I  do  want 
my  room  to  look  well  to-day — 
would  you  mind — 

Freshman  (obligingly). — Cer- 
tainly not.  Won't  you  have  my 
tea  things  too  ? 

Senior. — How  sweet  of  you  ! 
I  really  didn't  have  enough  cups 
to  go  around.     (Rising  to  go.) 
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I  hope  I  haven't  kept  you  from 
your  studying.  And  what  are 
you  working  at  now? 

Freshman.  —  History  notes, 
Miss  Conover. 

Senior. — Just  what  I  want. 
May  I  have  them  this  evening  ? 

Freshman. — I'm  sorry,  but  I 
shall  need  them  myself. 

Senior. — Oh,  I  shan't  keep 
them  long.  (Triumphantly  gath- 
ers in  pillows,  tea-cups  and  note- 
book.) Well,  I  must  be  going. 
And  by  the  way,  won't  you  come 
to  the  tea,  too?  (Exit  Senior.) 
(Door  slams.) 

Freshman  (dryly). — How  de- 
lightful ! 

D.  D.,   '05. 

E.  B.,    '05. 


Notice. 

The  following  fragment  from 
an  unpublished  chapter  of  Mr. 
James's  Psychology  has  been  pro- 
cured with  great  difficulty  for 
publication  in  The  Fortnightly 
Philistine. 

The  Awful  Moment. 

Its  definition. — The  "Aw- 
ful Moment"  is  a  sensation  of 
sinking  accompanied  by  clutch- 
ing at  one's  breath,  which  is  im- 
mediately followed  by  an  un- 
quenchable desire  for  self-efface- 
ment plus  the  absolute  realization 
of  its  impossibility.  This  defini- 
tion will  be  made  more  clear  by 
a  few  illustrations.  Suppose  A, 
B,  C,  D  and  E  are  a  scattered 
assemblage  aimlessly  sitting 
around.  Suddenly  A  chuckles, 
giggles,  roars — and  finally  be- 
tween syllables  gasps  out:  "The 


best  story — wait — in  a  minute." 

B,  C,  D  and  E  with  ears  erect 
and  eyes  sparkling  immediately 
crowd  around  A,  who  after  a 
series  of  subsiding  gurgles  is  at 
length  launched  on  the  tale.    B, 

C,  D  and  E  in  the  meantime  are 
enthralled,  speechless.  The  point 
is  about  to  arrive.  Their  curios- 
ity is  boundless.  All  at  once  A 
hesitates,  delves  madly  into  the 
inmost  recesses  of  her  brain, 
grows  pale  and  stammers:  "It 
really  had  a  point."  At  another 
time,  B,  C,  D  and  E  are  idly  chat- 
ting at  the  luncheon  table.  A, 
with  eyes  fixed  in  a  vacant  stare 
into  space,  has  sugared  the  bean 
soup  that  occupies  her  bouillion 
cup  and  is  just  pouring  in  some 
cream  from  the  milk  pitcher, 
when  the  corner  of  an  expanding 
smile  and  a  universal  titter  recall 
her  from  unknown  lands.  A  feels 
in  a  subdued  form  a  few  of  the 
sensations  of  an  "awful  mo- 
ment." Another  time  A,  and  let 
us  say  B,  are  walking  together. 
A  has  just  remarked  in  unusually 
assertive,  penetrating  tones  that 
C,  who  pines  to  be  slender  and 
beautiful,  is  looking  unusually 
plump  and  ugly.  Immediately  a 
quick-drawn  breath  and  a  shuffle 
of  rotating  feet  call  attention  to 
C's  retreating  form.  C  had  al- 
most caught  up.  A  feels  the  "aw- 
ful moment"  in  its  worst  form. 

A  strange  thing  about  this 
phenomenal  "awful  moment"  is 
its  absolute  non-existence  in  chil- 
dren. It  is  true  children  rarely 
attempt  to  tell  amusing  anec- 
dotes, and  only  from  choice  put 
sugar  in  their  soup,  but  they  do 
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criticise  the  clothing"  and  appear- 
ance of  their  little  playmates, 
and  feel  no  qualms  whatsoever 
at  being  caught.  They  rather  ex- 
pect to  criticise;  this  passion  of 
theirs  often  takes  the  form  of  a 
sort  of  game  in  which  each  labors 
to  apply  to  the  other  the  rudest, 
most  hideous  nomenclature. 

In  illustration  of  this  let  me 
quote  a  conversation  overheard 
the  other  day  between  two  little 
boys.  One  said :  "You  look  like 
an  alligator  to-day."  The  sec- 
ond replied  :  "Well,  I  don't  care ; 
you  look  like  an  octopus,  that's 
worse,"  and  the  bandying  of 
names  continued  until  it  ended  in 
a  whirl  of  feet  and  fists  and  caps 
and  gloves. 

And  yet  more  curious  is  the 
fact  that  the  awful  moment  is  oc- 
casionally observed  even  at  the 
early  age  of  ten  in  the  precocious 
only  child  of  maidenly  gossipy 
parents.  At  what  age  in  normal 
beings  does  this  strange  sensa- 
tion first  make  its  appearance, 
and  to  what  brain  process  is  it 
due?  These  are  questions  that 
are  puzzling  scientists  all  over 
the  civilized  world.  The  theory 
of  "pathways"  seems  perfectly 
inadequate  for  the  requirements 
of  this  process.  But  there  is  a 
possibility  that  in  future  ages 
scientists  may  devise  a  complex 
system  of  the  mingling  at  un- 
propitious  moments  of  other  peo- 
ple's "pathways"  with  our  own, 
that  will  explain  everything.  No 
satisfactory  data  have,  however, 
as  yet  been  contributed  on  this 
subject. 

Author's  Note. — Feeling  as  I 


do  the  inadequacy  of  my  treat- 
ment of  this  subject,  which  I 
acknowledge  is  quite  beyond  me, 
it  is  with  great  reluctance  that  I 
allow  this  mere  beginning  of  my 
chapter  on  "Awful  Moments"  to 
appear  before  the  critical  glances 
of  so  analytically  inclined  a  por- 
tion of  the  American  public  as 
Bryn  Mawr.  It  is  only  know- 
ing as  I  do  how  rich  the  field  is 
in  prospective  Ph.  D.'s  and  how 
avaricious  of  subjects  for  theses, 
that  for  the  better  furtherance  of 
science  I  have  at  length  con- 
sented to  its  publication  in  The 
Fortnightly  Philistine. 
Signed, 

William  James. 
Cambridge, 
January  24,  1902. 


The  Timid  Freshman. 

I'm   always    dreadful   scared   in 

Gym. 
For  every  day  they  say  Fall  in. 
I   think   that   sometime    I    may 

dare, 
But    then    they    never    tell    me 

where. 
And  now  the  weather  is  so  cool 
I  truly  hope  it's  not  the  pool. 
A.  M.  K,  '03. 


Idealism  in  American  Life. 

Mr.  Hamilton  Mabie  lectured 
to  the  Graduate  Club,  on  January 
13,  on  this  very  interesting  sub- 
ject. Mr.  Mabie  began  by  say- 
ing that  there  are  some  who  think 
that  there  is  no  idealism  in  west- 
ern civilization,  and  that  the  as- 
sertion cannot  be  ignored  be- 
cause it  comes  usually  from  the 
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most  cultured  people  —  those 
whose  opinion  may  be  regarded 
as  "expert."  The  true  critic, 
however,  should  always  be  in 
sympathy  with  the  subject  with 
which  he  deals,  and  this  is  espe- 
cially true  of  the  critic  of  some 
epoch  in  history  or  of  some  great 
social  movement.  Difficult  as  it 
is  to  have  a  true  knowledge  of 
the  meaning  of  one's  own  time, 
one  may  yet  have  an  understand- 
ing of  it  which  is  due,  not  to  in- 
tellectual analysis,  but  rather  to 
a  power  of  divination  which 
grows  out  of  a  sympathy  with 
humanity.  Now  it  is  quite  con- 
ceivable that  many  men  and  wo- 
men with  perfectly  trained  minds 
may  be  quite  lacking  in  this  in- 
sight. 

The  criticism  of  Europeans 
upon  the  lack  of  refinement  in 
America  has  been  very  harsh. 
Mr.  Mabie  attributes  this  to  the 
fact  that  nowadays  all  Ameri- 
cans, people  of  every  class,  travel. 
We  are  no  longer  represented 
abroad  by  a  few  cultured  people 
who  travel  for  other  reasons  than 
to  "see  sights."  The  man  in  a 
checkered  suit  who  wants  to  hear 
a  brass  band  makes  himself  most 
conspicuous  to  his  fellow-travel- 
ers of  other  nations  and  so  has 
come  to  be  thought  the  "typical 
American."  In  Europe  the  com- 
mon man  is  suppressed.  In 
America  he  speaks  with  an  au- 
thority and  willingness  equal  to 
that  of  the  man  of  letters.  In 
the  United  States  there  are  no 
classes — or  more  properly  there 
is  one  class,  represented  every- 
where by  a  few  people  of  every 


sort.  Mr.  Arnold  regrets  that 
we  have  no  "class"  of  gentlemen. 
Mr.  Mabie,  on  the  contrary, 
thinks  it  rather  an  advantage 
that  our  culture  is  distributed  and 
is  not  centred  in  any  one  city  or 
locality. 

But  the  question  is :  Is  our 
civilization  interesting  ?  The 
civilization  of  Europe  is  very 
rich.  There  man  has  lived  in 
intimate  and  loving  contact  with 
nature  for  a  thousand  years,  and 
everywhere  we  find  monuments 
of  a  past  art.  We  shall  be  long 
in  attaining  the  order  and  dig- 
nity and  beauty  of  European  life. 
But  the  interest  of  American 
civilization  is  the  interest  of  deal- 
ing with  the  human  problem  on 
a  great  scale.  Wherever  there  is 
greatness  and  intenseness  of  life, 
idealism  and  art  must  come.  For 
the  human  problem  is  not  ulti- 
mately one  of  condition  and  for- 
tune. When  a  man  no  longer 
needs  to  work  he  will  still  con- 
tinue to  express  his  spiritual 
energy. 

Interest  in  life  comes  from 
ideas,  from  the  passion  for 
beauty,  or  right,  or  from  some 
other  dominating  motive.  Wealth 
and  prosperity  are  often  insuffer- 
ably dull — indeed  America  shows 
more  clearly  than  any  other 
country  the  dangers  of  growing 
rich  without  education.  It  is 
usually  to  those  who  have  some- 
thing besides  mere  comfort,  to 
the  extremes  of  society,  that  we 
must  look  for  ideals  and  passions. 
Idealism  is,  Mr.  Mabie  believes, 
a  formative  principle  of  our 
civilization.    The  occupations  of 
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the  age  are  materialistic,  but  the 
spirit  is  not.  From  the  early  set- 
tling of  America  to  the  Civil 
War,  which,  whatever  its  eco- 
nomic causes  were,  was  yet  a  war 
of  ideas,  the  history  of  the  United 
States  is  full  of  practical  ideal- 
ism. 

Our  democratic  form  of  gov- 
ernment rests  on  the  supreme 
ideal  that  all  men  can  be  trusted 
and  that  there  is  the  divine  in 
every  citizen.  The  revelation  of 
life  does  not  lie  with  the  elect. 
It  is  the  common  possession  of 
all  mankind.  For  the  greatest 
ideas  do  not  come  by  serious 
thinking.  They  exist  before  they 
are  ever  formulated  and  we  "live 
into  more  and  deeper  truth  than 
we  think  into." 

Mr.  Mabie  concluded  by  point- 
ing out  the  love  of  man  and 
nature  and  domestic  piety  as  a 
strong  characteristic  of  American 
literature.  We  find  a  very  differ- 
ent view  expressed  in  one  of  the 
popular  novels  of  the  past  year, 
and  we  can  not  help  wishing  that 
Mr.  Mabie's  more  hopeful  and 
healthy  opinion  of  our  literature 
may  prove  the  correct  one. 

G.  L.  J.,  'oo. 


Cynewulf's  Riddle  No.  90. 

Many  human  creatures  find  their 
doom  in  me; 

Crafty  am  I,  snaring  as  a  tangled 
net, 

Which  with  open  meshes  trips 
the  wildwood  stag. 

Yet  withal  my  nature  is  no  mar- 
vellous thing. 

Small  I  am  and  Hat,  flat  as  sun- 
browned  plains. 


Much  neglected  am  I,  for  long 
months  unsought, 

But  when  blustering  Winter 
brings  the  second  month, 

Then,  despite  my  snares,  maidens 
bravely  seek  me, 

And  with  feverish  eyes,  groan- 
ing in  their  sorrow, 

Burn  the  midnight  oil,  and  for 
hours  together 

Eagerly  devour  me.  Say,  what 
is  my  name? 

This  riddle  was  lately  dis- 
covered by  K.  H.  V.  W.,  '04,  who 
has  evolved  the  probable  theory 
that  her  General  English  note- 
book is  referred  to  by  the  hon- 
ored bard. 


The   Solution   of   a    Difficult 
Problem. 

To  those  of  us  who  are  striv- 
ing for  expression,  whether  it  be 
in  the  throes  of  "English  Essay 
Work,"  or  in  some  more  con- 
genial branch,  a  suggestion  of 
the  whereabouts  of  the  words  we 
so  vainly  seek  may  be  comfort- 
ing. It  was  a  small  boy  of  eleven 
who  gave  me  this  clue.  When 
one  day  he  was  much  distressed 
at  his  inability  to  express  his 
thought,  he  turned  curiously  to 
his  father  and  asked:  "Papa, 
where  do  words  stay  at  when  you 
want  them?"  His  father,  find- 
ing it  difficult  to  give  a  satisfac- 
tory answer,  suggested  that  Paul 
apply  to  his  teacher. 

For  fully  a  week  this  persistent 
child  asked  every  grown  person 
who  came  in  his  way,  but  was 
never  satisfied.  At  the  end  of  this 
time  he  was  sent  by  his  mother  to 
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call  up  some  one  on  the  telephone, 
and  was  told  that  the  line  was  in 
use.  He  came  running  back, 
eager  to  announce  his  discovery : 
"I  know  where  words  stay  at 
when  you  want  them.  Some- 
body else  is  using  them !" 

E.  D.,  '03. 


The  Various  Mr.  Bates, 

A  Farce. 
Characters. 

Helen      Fletcher,      alias 
Randall  Bates,  who  has 
just    written    a    popular 
novel. 
Mabel  Fletcher,  her  sis- 
ter. 
Mrs.  Fletcher. 
Henry  Hill,  Mrs.  Fletch- 
er's nephew. 
Margaret  Crane. 
J.  Cornelia  Crane,  no  rela- 
tion,    a     newspaper     re- 
porter. 
MacLagan,  a  groom. 
Jenny,  a  maid. 
Time :  the  present.    10  a.  m.  of  a 

hot  August  day. 
Scene:     Living   room   of   Mrs. 
Fletcher's    country   home    on 
the  Hudson,  with  doors  open- 
ing to  the  interior  of  the  house 
and  to  the  piazza.    Helen  and 
Mabel    Fletcher    and    Henry 
Hill    discovered    lounging    in 
various  parts  of  the  room. 
Henry   (to  Mabel). — Observe 
Helen's    abstracted    air.      How 
gracefully  she  wears  her  laurel. 
Mabel. — Yes.      Green    always 
was  her  color. 

Henry. — Observe  the  pucker 
on  her  brow.  That  is  the  trade- 
mark of  the  massy  brain  that  lies 


beneath.  It's  deepening.  Watch ! 
Mabel,  that  means  that  she's 
thinking.  Some  pearl  of  wisdom 
is  being  prepared  by  our  silent 
oyster. 

Helen. — Harry,  you'll  drive 
me  insane.  If  the  literary  mas- 
culine pose  entails  being  like  you, 
I'll  give  up  my  nom  de  plume 
to-morrow,  out  of  regard  for  the 
rest  of  mankind. 

Henry. — What  has  ruffled  you, 
Mr.  Bates  ?  Are  you  thinking  of 
your  "spirited"  opinions  on  "the 
evils  of  the  army  canteen,"  so 
aptly  manufactured  by  the  Re- 
publican Courier,  or  didn't  you 
like  your  picture  with  full  beard 
and  whiskers,  cribbed  from  the 
Rogues'  Gallery,  that  came  out 
in  the  American  Woman's  Home 
Companion? 

(Enter  MacLagan  with  a  bag 
which  he  gives  to  Helen.) 

MacLagan. — The  mail,  miss. 
(Exit.) 

Mabel. — O  hurry,  Helen.  Any- 
thing  from   mother? 

Helen. — No,  no  need.  She  said 
yesterday  she'd  be  back  to-day. 
I  should  hope  so.  She  has  had 
time  to  buy  every  curtain  in  New 
York  for  our  humble  dining- 
room.  H'm!  All  for  the  head 
of  the  family.  .  .  .  What! 
What  on  earth!  What  an  ex- 
traordinary address.  (Reads.) 
"Mr.  Randall  Bates,  care  of  Miss 
Helen  Fletcher."  Most  wonder- 
ful! If  the  publishers  have 
given  my  identity  away — .  .  . 
(Opens  and  reads.)  O  my 
soul!  It's  from  the  New  York 
Globe-Trotter,  and  they've 
learned  my  address  in  some  way 
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from  the  publishers,  and  they're 
sending  a  horrible  reporting  wo- 
man, a  J.  Cornelia  Crane,  here, 
and  I'm  going  straight  to  Ardsley 
this  minute  to  be  out  of  the  way. 
.  .  .  (Rushes  toward  door 
opening  onto  piazza.) 

Mabel  (who  has  been  looking 
out  of  the  window). — Too  late, 
Randall  darling,  here  she  comes 
now.  Your  fatal  beauty  in  the 
American  Woman's  Home  Jour- 
nal has  undone  you.  This  bates 
you  at  last. 

Helen  (losing  her  head,  and 
rushing  in  the  opposite  direc- 
tion).— Then  I'll  go  hide  under 
the  bed,  and  nothing  but  a  Gat- 
ling  shall  dislodge  me.  I'm  out, 
remember.  (Darts  out  of  door 
at  back.) 

Mabel  (laughing). — A  Crane 
may. 

Henry  (hurriedly). — The  der- 
rick or  Crane  or  whatever  her 
name  is  doesn't  know  Helen's  a 
woman.  The  letter  said  care  of 
Helen.  I'll  do  as  well,  even  if 
I  haven't  a  beard  and  whiskers. 

Mabel  (delighted).  —  Bright 
boy!     I'll  see  you  through. 

Henry. — I  only  hope  she 
doesn't  see  through  me. 

(Margaret  Crane  comes  up  the 
steps  of  the  piazza  and  appears 
in  the  door.) 

Mabel  (stepping  forward 
gracefully  before  she  can  ring). 
— Good  morning,  Miss  Crane, 
we've  been  expecting  you.  I  am 
Miss  Fletcher.  Won't  you  come 
in?  May  I  present  Mr.  Randall 
Bates  ? 

Margaret  (starting,  and  look- 
ing pleased). — How  do  you  do, 


Miss  Fletcher.  I  am  very  happy 
to  meet  you,  Mr.  Bates.  I  en- 
joyed your  book  so  much.  You 
don't  look  a  bit  the  way  I  thought 
you  would.  I  have  that  picture 
of  you  in  the  American  Wo- 
man's Home  Companion.  I  see 
now  that  it  is  you,  though,  only 
you  have  shaved  off  your  beard. 
I  see  that  the  forehead  and  the 
expression  is  the  same.  (Mabel 
explodes  into  laughter  as  visions 
of  the  Rogues'  Gallery  rise 
before  her,  but  manages  to  turn 
it  into  violent  coughing.)  How 
did  you  ever  write  that  stunning 
book?  How  did  you  ever  get 
your  local  color  so  well? 

Henry. — O  it  is  very  simple.  I 
have  lived  abroad  for  some  time. 
Most  of  the  adventures  are 
drawn  from  personal  experience. 
They  are  merely  adaptations  in 
the  requisite  century  of  a  few  lit- 
tle events  that  came  my  way  in 
the  East. 

Margaret. — O  Mr.  Bates!  Do 
tell  me  about  it.  But  you  weren't 
ever  kidnapped  or  in  a  duel,  were 
you? 

Henry  (airily). — Yes  indeed. 
The  bandits  once,  as  we  were 
starting  on  a  riding  expedition 
from  Constantinople — .  .  . 
(They  retire  to  a  sofa  at  the 
back,  Henry  talking  vivaciously, 
Margaret  listening  with  delight.) 

Mabel  (aside). — Go  in  and 
win,  my  beamish  boy.  Plain 
Tales  from  the  "Hill."  I  never 
was  so  neatly  cut  out  by  anyone 
before.  How  pleased  and  grate- 
ful Helen  will  be  to  have  Harry 
do  all  the  work  for  her.  O  for 
a  sight  of  her  face  when  she  reads 
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"the  rising  young  author,  Mr. 
Randall  Bates's"  biography  in  full 
in  the  Globe-Trotter  to-morrow. 
Helen  will  think  she  is  Dr.  Jekyll 
and  Mr.  Hyde  when  she  sees  it. 
(To  be  continued.) 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 


The  Youngest  Edda. 

There  was  a  land,  rich  in  treas- 
ure. In  this  land  dwelt  wonder- 
ful maidens,  surpassing  all  in 
beauty  and  wisdom.  All  their 
life  was  happy  until  one  tear- 
bringing  time,  when  came  their 
great  bane  to  afflict  them.  Mid- 
Yearth  Serpent  hight  the  monster 
that  came  roaring,  and  he  was  a 
fortnight  long,  and  dreadful  to 
behold.  At  his  coming  grew  the 
sky  gray  and  tearful  from  fright, 
the  trees  trembled  and  dropped 
their  leaves,  and  there  was  no  joy 


anywhere  in  the  land.  The  bright 
maidens  had  seen  him  coming 
from  afar,  and  trotted  bravely 
out  on  their  bold  little  ponies  to 
engage  in  battle  with  fear- 
ful Lingworm.  Many  days  and 
terribly  they  fought;  the  beast 
rushed  at  each  maiden  three 
times  or  more,  and  while  a  few 
won  exceeding  high  credit, 
many  failed  in  the  fray.  There 
came  a  time  when  they  were 
nearly  exhausted ;  then  drew  nigh 
a  shining  king,  hight  Semester 
the  second,  son  of  the  first.  He 
laid  about  him  mightily  with  his 
sharp  heirloom,  and  soon  the  life 
poured  out  from  the  Serpent. 
Then  the  grass  grew  green,  the 
birds  sang,  and  the  maidens  made 
bold  Semester  their  lord,  and  he 
ruled  that  land  well.  That  was 
a  dreadful  Monster. 

M.  U.,  '04. 


Some  More  Impressions. 


The  skating  season  has  begun, 

And  to  the  frozen  pond  we  run ; 

Pensive  maids,  and  maids  ath- 
letic, 

Frivolous  maids,  and  maids  aes- 
thetic ; 

The  fat  and  thin,  the  short  and 
tall, 

To  the  pond  go,  one  and  all. 

The    learner    takes    her    zigzag 

course, 
Ambitiously  the  pond  to  cross; 
She  wavers  wild;  she's  at  a  loss 
For    some    supporter,    and    her 

course 


She  punctuates  ('tis  not  surpris- 
ing!) 

With  some  down-sitting  and  up- 
rising. 


The  next  class  is  still  more  am- 
bitious ; 
Their    outer    edge    is    just    de- 
licious ! 
When  they  make  a  "figure  eight" 
And  on  successive  legs  gyrate, 
They  look  so  proud — and  then 

they  tumble 
With  ignominy — and  look  hum- 
ble. 
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Perhaps  you  think  'tis  my  inten-  Has  not  a  nature  that's  prophetic, 

tion  Can  you  then,  reader,  hope  for 

Of  experts  now  to  make  some  me 

mention,  To  write  of  experts  feelingly? 

Ah,  no!  my  modest  muse  poetic  C.  D.  L.,  '03. 


Alumnae  Notes. 

'95- 

Mary  Flexner  is  spending  the 

winter  in  Philadelphia,  keeping 
house  for  her  brother,  Dr.  Simon 
Flexner. 

'96. 

Ruth  Wadsworth  Porter  has  a 
son,  Eliot  Furness,  born  Decem- 
ber 6,  1901. 

Elizabeth  Hopkins  Johnson  has 
a  son,  George  Hopkins,  born  De- 
cember 13,   1901. 

Rebecca  Wattson  was  married 
December  21,  to  Philip  J.  Dar- 
lington, of  Glen  Ridge,  New  Jer- 
sey. 

'97- 
Corinna  Putnam  Smith  has  a 

daughter,  born  this  month. 

Helen  Tunbridge  has  gone  to 

Ishpening,  Michigan,  to  prepare 

two  girls  for  Bryn  Mawr. 


'98. 
Grace   Clarke   Wright   has   a 
son,  born  in  December. 

'99. 

Marion  Ream  and  Ellen  Kil- 
patrick,  with  Mary  Kilpatrick, 
'00,  and  Francis  Ream,  '01,  sail 
February  8,  on  the  Celtic,  for  a 
two  months'  cruise  in  the  Medi- 
terranean. 

Cora  Hardy  is  visiting  in  Bryn 
Mawr. 

'00. 

Leslie  Appleton  Knowles  left 
Boston  the  latter  part  of  January 
for  a  two  months'  tour  through 
Italy  and  Egypt. 

Louise  Buffam  Congdon  and 
Jessie  Tatlock  spent  several  days 
in  Bryn  Mawr  during  January. 

Marie  Sichel  has  announced 
her  engagement  to  Mr.  Ernest 
Lohenstein,  and  expects  to  be 
married  in  April. 
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By  an  Amateur. 

An  editor  I  would  not  be 

Because  I  cannot  write 
A  single  line  of  poetry 

Nor  prose  which  is  not  trite. 
And  yet  I  do  not  quite  escape 

The  fun  this  office  lends — 
Oh,  the  editor's  life  is  a  sad,  sad 
life — 

But     what     of     the     editor's 
friends  ? 


When  no  events  are  going  on 

To  ridicule  in  rhyme, 
The  muse  who  never  came  has 
gone 

And  I'm  hard  up  for  time. 


I'm  asked  to  write — oh  anything 

Imagination  sends ! 
Oh,  the  editor's  life  is  a  sad,  sad 
life, 
But    what    of    the     editor's 
friends  ? 

I'm  tackled,  not  because  my  hits 

Are  pretty,  fetching,  gay — 
My  pride  is  broken  into  bits 
When  my  words  are  thrown 
away. 
And  yet  I  like  the  editors — 

Although  their  sting  offends — 
Oh,  the  editor's  life  is  a  sad,  sad 
life, 
But    what     of     the     editor's 
friends  ? 

E.  D.  R,  '03. 
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O  Kindly  Bell. 

O  kindly  bell !     Across  the^air 
31ear  from  thy  windy  turret  there, 
Thou  followest  the  hand  of  time. 
We,  faithful,  follow  to  thy  chime, 
Nor  take  we  any  thought  of  care. 


Thou  ringest  us  to  work,  to  prayer ; 
We  question  not;  thou  call'st  us  where 
Our  duty  lies,  with  calm  sublime, — 
O  kindly  bell ! 


Some  day  thou'lt  ring  us  forth.    All  fair 
The  world  smiles  now,  but  we  must  dare 
To  know  injustice  lives,  and  crime, 
And  see  our  duty,  though  thy  chime 
Familiar  sounds  not  anywhere, — 
O  kindly  bell ! 

L.  A.  K.,  'oo. 
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Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.  Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 

J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


902  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  SAMUEL 


Formerly  of 
1529  Chestnut  St. 


announces  her  removal  to 

1623  Chestnut 

and  is  now  ready  with  a 
full  assortment  of  V    V 

French  Models 

Hats,  Bonnets  and  Toques, 
Neck   Ruffs   and   Veilings 

New  Department  in  charge  of  MR.  H.  LEVY,  formerly 
with  Madame  Nash 

Ladies'    Tailor-made    Gowns,    Riding 
Habits,  Evening  Wraps     •„•     .-.     v     .*. 


33^>S$»:»SS»»»»i 


Schreiber  it  Kerr 


for  Morning  "Wear,  Walk- 
ing, Traveling,  Yachting, 
and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 


Ladies'  Tailors 


C  9 


135  SOUTH 

ELEVENTH 
STREET .  .  . 
Philadelphia 


<fe   Sports  and  Pastimes    ^^^^^J« 

j  ALL  GOODS  MADE  ON  THESE  PREMISES 


Kodaks 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Optician 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
Broad.Street  Station 


BLAYLOCK  tSc   Blynn 

834-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 
PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of- 


FURS 

AND 

HATS 

-For  Young  Ladies 
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Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 
Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins, etc., upon  request     0arSSSSSiMt 


DREKA 

Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery ,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

12 14  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman  &  Son 

1316  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOICS  and™ 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Enf  raving  of  all 
kinds  In  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

J  222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  and  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co* 

ffl*        OPTICIANS 
J010  CHESTNUT   STREET 


Charles    W*    Leupoid 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

^(Glee's  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


|l>icTlI!*e§  and 

The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

<£      Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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127  So.  12th  St. 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

BOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY — =* 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland "Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictur«s  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

f  He  uryn  mawi  PHannacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    All  kinds 
of  Stationery.     Prescriptions  a   Specialty. 

GOODS   DELIVERED  PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

eTk.  WILSON  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists  in   Fine   Shoe    Repairing    and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundry,  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

Wrickitt... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


FENNER'S,  Lancaster   Ave. 

CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .-.      V      /.      v 

Home-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 

BRINTON  BROS. 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  Worth.  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North  Ninth  St., 
Phila.,  Pa.,  also  39 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Costutners 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


flvil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3943-49  market  $t. 

^PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 


The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 


THE  ROUTE  OF 


The   Pennsylvania 
Limited 


THE  MOST  PERFECT  RAILWAY 
TRAIN  OF  THIS  PROGRESSIVE 
AGE      .'.     v     .-.     v    .-.     v     .'.     V 


RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 


New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every   Home    Comfort 


J. 

B. 

HUTCHINSON 

Gen.  Manager 

GEO.  W. 

Asst 

J.  R 

BOYD 

.  Gen.  Pass. 

WOOD 

Gen.  Pass.  Ag't. 

Ag't. 

P.  N.  Degerberg 


1 43 1  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Ladies'  Cailor 


ESTABLISHED  1B5Q 


BROADBENT  CO; 
<£     flrfiStS  and 

Photographers  ■" 

H*5  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia    ■   - 

Portraiture  in  plain  photography,  crayon, 
water  color  or  pastel  from  life  or  by  copy. 
Landscape,  or  inferior  work.,  Grouping 
indoor  or  in  the  oppn  air.  Only  the  best 
work  at  reasonable  prices. 

Special  Rates  to  Students 


John  S.  Trower, 
Caterer  and  Confectioner, 

5706  MAIN  STREET,'  i. 

Telephone  Connection.  Germantown,  Phila. 


...THE... 

Bryii  Mawr  Trust  Co.. 

CAPITAL,    $250,000 


President,  A.  A.  HIRST 

•  Vice-President,  W.  H.  RAMSEY     : 
andTrea^r,    JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES 


18.13B3 


SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

.  > 

An  unequaled  combination  of- 

comfort  and  economy 


WOMEN'S  CALFSKIN  <£ 
BLUCHERS  —  Heavy**7 
Sole,  Extension  Edge     . 


WOn  EN'S     CALFSKIN* 

LACE  BOOT- 

Dull  Tops, 

Extra   Heavy 

Sole,   Ex- 

tension  Edge 

. 

5.00 

$5.oo 


A  fine  assortment  of  Superior  Slippers, 
$3.56  up.  Special  selection  of  orna- 
ments  and  'trimmings  applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference. 


1226 


Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA,    PA. 
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Editorial. 

"Examinations !"  cries  The  Phi- 
listine, with  a  supercilious  grin. 
"I  don't  mind  examinations.  I  have 
never  enjoyed  a  holiday  more." 

So  trying  to  his  nerves  is  the  at- 
mosphere of  toil  that  for  the  past 
two  weeks  he  has  been  far  away 
from  Bryn  Mawr.  We  ask  no 
questions,  for  here  he  appears  at 
the  proper  time,  ready  to  do  his  duty 


again,  or  die  in  the  attempt.  He  was 
convinced,  you  see,  that  even  his 
witticisms  would  fail  to  lighten  the 
gloom  accompanying  red  ink  and 
midnight  hours.  Hush !  I  beg  of 
you.  Speak  softly  and  do  not  shat- 
ter The  Philistine's  illusions;  it 
is  a  monomania  with  him  that  his 
jokes  are  the  standard  of  humor. 
If  ever,  perchance,  he  falls  below 
this  standard,  I  should  like  to  ask 
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after  the  manner  of  one's  childhood 
arguments — whose  fault  is  that? 
Would  you  see  The  Philistine 
hiding  his  motley  and  bells  under  a 
sober  cap  and  gown?  Would  you 
have  him  take  to  filling  his  pages 
with  essays  on  How  to  be  Clever  on 
Nothing  a  Week?  To  beg  for  con- 
tributions seems  to  be  the  order  of 
the  day,  and  The  Philistine  would 
fain  be  up  with  the  times.  Words, 
words,  words!  Truly  he  knows 
not  whence  they  come  nor  where. 
They  should  be  the  one  unfailing 
product  of  this  intellectual  atmos- 
phere, and  yet  The  Philistine  is 
not  experiencing  success  in  divert- 
ing them  to  his  own  needs.  The 
hat  is  going  round.  Pray  drop  in 
your  contribution,  for  the  glory  of 
the  College. 


College  Notes. 

"She  Stoops  to  Conquer"  is  to 
be  given  by  alumnae  and  students 
in  the  gymnasium,  on  March  8,  for 
the  benefit  of  the  Library  Fund. 
This  event,  so  long  a  matter  of 
conjecture,  is  now  a  certainty. 

The  presentation  of  the  bust  of 
Miss  Susan  B.  Anthony  will  take 
place  on  March  n. 

Miss  Thomas's  portrait  is  to  be 
on  exhibition  in  Boston  from  Febru- 
ary 28  until  March  27. 

Five  new  students  have  entered 
the  Freshman  Class  this  semester; 
fortunately  accommodation  has  been 
found  for  them  on  the  campus. 

Miss  Thomas  has  again  in  Chapel 
urged  upon  the  students  the  neces- 
sity of  more  regular  class  attend- 
ance   this   semester,    and   she   has 


informed  us  that  the  Faculty  are 
considering  a  cut  rule. 

The  owners  of  Ping-Pong,  in  the 
ground  floor  of  Merion,  appeal 
earnestly  to  the  readers  of  The 
Philistine  for  co-operation.  The 
game  is  pleasing  and  beneficial,  and 
the  charity  a  worthy  one. 

All  articles  for  the  Lantern  must 
be  in  by  February  28.  A  box  for 
articles  is  in  the  English  Reading 
Room. 


Notice. 

Mr.  David  Bispham  has  con- 
sented to  give  his  services  for  the 
concert  to  be  given  by  the  Bryn 
Mawr  Club,  of  New  York,  for  the 
benefit  of  the  Library  Fund. 


Washington's  Oversight. 

Call  him  Father  of  his  Country,  if 

you  please, 
Link  his  name  with  hatchets,  truth 

and  cherry-trees ; 
But  will  all  your  admiration 
For  this  hero  of  our  nation 
Make  you  quite  shun  moderation 
And  with  abject  adoration 
Worship  his  unworthy  name,  upon 

your  knees? 

I  am  sorry  if,  by  anything  I  say, 
I  must  cause  your  hero-worship  to 

decay ; 
But  although  I  highly  rate 
All  he  did,  I'm  bound  to  state 
He's  been  careless  with  his  date, 
And  I  feel  your  praise  abate 
When  you  find  the  twenty-second's 

been  combined  with  Saturday. 
I.  L.,  '03. 
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M  A     Proposal    Under    Difficul- 
ties. 

CAST. 

Miss  Dorothy  Andrews, 

Miss  Le  Fevre 

Mr.  Yardsley Miss  Denison 

Mr.  Barlow Miss  Sturgis 

Jenny,   the   maid.... Miss   Putnam 

This  one-act  farce  of  Bang's  was 
presented  with  great  success  on 
Friday  night  by  the  Freshmen  to 
the  newly  entering  members  of 
their  class.  Skill  was  shown  not 
only  in  the  acting,  but  also  in  the 
very  presentable  appearance  of  the 
stage  setting  when  the  stage  itself 
was  lacking;  for  we  all  know  how 
lamentably  short  are  the  curtains. 
Miss  Denison,  the  hero,  and  Miss 
Sturgis, the — shall  we  say  villain? — 
made  such  gallant  lovers  that  they 
quite  won  the  hearts  of  the  admiring 
audience ;  and  the  fact  that  the 
heroine  had  but  one  heart  to  bestow 
was  the  spectators'  only  regret.  The 
Dorothy  Andrews  of  Miss  Le  Fevre 
was  an  interpretation  of  great 
charm  and  sympathy,  while  every 
one  envied  the  coachman  Hicks  his 
good  fortune  in  securing  that  para- 


gon of  parlor  maids  (if  somewhat 
fickle),  Jenny,  who  along  with  her 
industrial  virtues  combined  the 
character  of  a  good  actress. 

In  short,  every  part  in  the  little 
farce  was  enacted  with  skill  and 
conscientiousness ;  for  the  voice  of 
the  prompter,  so  wont  to  resound, 
was  not  heard  once.  And  if  we  say 
that  the  intentional  humor  of  the 
plot  was  doubled  by  the  transpar- 
ency of  the  lovers'  manly  guises,  it 
is  to  be  understood  that  this  is  no 
reflection  whatsoever  on  their  act- 
ing. We  feel  sorry  that  Hicks 
could  not  be  prevailed  upon  to  ap- 
pear, for  the  audience  would  have 
hailed  with  joy  the  lover  whose 
manliness  was  so  vividly  described 
by  Jenny. 

The  enjoyment  of  the  evening 
was  enhanced  by  the  unexpected 
cleverness  and  pluck  of  the  five 
guests  who  composed  on  the  spot 
and  lustily  reproduced  cheers  in  re- 
sponse to  each  class  in  turn.  Re- 
freshments were  served  afterwards 
and.  chairs  pushed  aside,  audience 
and  cast  joined  in  dancing. 

The  whole  evening  was  thor- 
oughly delightful,  equally  for  the 
invited  guests  and  for  those  who, 
unbidden,  occupied  the  balcony. 
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The  Story  of  the  Weil-Bred 
Young  Lady  Carrying  a  Coal- 
Hod. 

(With  apologies  to  The  Black  Cat  for 
this  plagiarism.) 

"Now,  Lord,"  said  Scheherezade 
to  the  Sultan,  "I  will  tell  you  the 
story  of  'The  Well-bred  Young- 
Lady  Carrying  a  Coal-hod.'  " 

But  at  this  point  the  beautiful 
and  talented  young  queen  fell  back 
on  her  pillow.     She  was  dead. 

The  Sultan  called  for  his  physi- 
cians, wept,  tore  his  turban  from 
his  head,  and  threatened  those  pres- 
ent with  all  the  horrors  of  the  abdu- 
hallah  unless  she  were  instantly  re- 
suscitated. But  the  royal  house- 
hold labored  in  vain,  for  Schehere- 
zade was  dead. 

The  Sultan  now  gave  himself  up 
to  despair,  refused  to  eat,  and  took 
to  long  walks,  muttering  to  himself, 
for  he  was  eaten  by  curiosity  as  to 
the  well-bred  young  lady  carrying 
a  coal-hod.  It  was  careless  of 
Scheherezade  to  die  just  at  this 
point. 

Next,  he  caused  a  proclamation 
to  be  issued  declaring  that  she  who 
could  tell  him  the  true  story  of  the 
well-bred  young  lady  carrying  a 
coal-hod  should  be  promoted  to  the 
now  vacant  position  in  his  harem. 
This  caused  a  great  flutter  in  Bag- 
dad society,  but  as  most  of  the  ladies 
there  had  never  heard  of  a  coal-hod, 
for  a  long  time  none  offered  herself 
as  applicant  for  the  position  of  Sul- 
tana. So  the  Sultan  became  quite 
painfully  thin. 

One  day  the  Grand  Vizier  came 
before   him,   and   prostrating  him- 


self before  his  master,  said :  "Com- 
mander of  the  faithful,  five  maidens 
stand  below,  each  fair  as  the  lotus 
in  the  month  of  June,  with  a  voice 
like  the  Bulbul.  They  come,  O  cres- 
cent of  the  Orient,  from  the  land 
of  the  setting  sun,  called  Buffalo, 
whither  they  went  from  your  august 
city  to  delight  the  unbelievers  with 
song.  Each  claims  that  in  that  far 
land  she  learned  the  only  true  story 
of  the  well-bred  young  lady  carry- 
ing a  coal-hod." 

"Bring  them  hither,  and  let  us 
hear  them,"  cried  the  delighted  Sul- 
tan, "and  to  her  whom  we  deem  the 
true  narrator  will  we  give  our  royal 
hand." 

The  maidens  came,  fair  as  moon- 
light on  summer  waters.  The  Sul- 
tan smiled  with  pleasure  on  seeing 
them,  and  found  each  quite  to  his 
taste,  so  that  he  could  in  no  wise 
decide  which  he  preferred.  There- 
fore he  awaited  their  tales  before 
determining  on  his  bride. 

Now  the  first  of  the  group 
stepped  forward,  a  black-haired 
maid,  with  eyes  like  deep  pools  at 
midnight.  Flashing  a  confident 
look  on  the  enraptured  Sultan,  she 
began  her  tale  as  follows : 

(The  Philistine  hopes  to  hear 
from  its  admiring  readers  what 
were  the  different  versions  of  this 
tale.) 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 


The  Cap  and  Gown. 

It  is  hard  to  believe  that  there 
was  ever  a  time  when  the  Brvn 
Mawr  campus  did  not  know  the  cap 
and  gown.  But  such  was  the  case, 
and  doubtless  there  are  not  a  few 
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who  remember  the  days  when  there 
were  only  two  gowns  in  Bryn 
Mawr.  These  gowns,  brought  from 
England  by  members  of  the  Class 
of  '89,  were  Oxford  undergraduate 
gowns,  gowns  like  ours,  but  reach- 
ing only  to  the  knee.  These  gowns 
were  so  much  admired  that  the  first 
students  at  Bryn  Mawr  decided  to 
adopt  the  cap  and  gown  of  the  Ox- 
ford undergraduate  as  the  regular 
academic  dress.  By  some  fortunate 
mistake  the  first  gowns  ordered 
were  those  not  of  the  undergradu- 
ate, but  of  the  scholar,  and  to  this 
day  the  mistake  is  perpetuated  and 
the  Bryn  Mawr  undergraduate 
wears  a  long  graceful  gown  and  not 
a  bobtail. 

The  cap  and  gown  are  of  course 
primarily  academic  and  are  prop- 
erly never  worn  at  other  than  Col- 
legiate functions.  It  is  a  scholar's 
dress  and  should  cover  always 
clothes  that  do  not  detract  from  its 
dignity.  A  ball  gown  and  a  golf 
skirt  are  both  obviously  out  of  place 
with  cap  and  gown. 

In  connection  with  the  wearing  of 
the  cap  and  gown  many  usages  have 
developed  into  hard  and  fast  prece- 
dents. For  instance,  the  gown  is 
never  worn  on  Sunday.  The  reason 
for  this  is  plain.  The  gown  smacks 
of  shop,  and  as  the  cobbler  once  a 
week  lays  aside  his  leather  apron,  so 
the  scholar  lays  aside  his  gown. 
The  same  universal  custom  holds 
with  regard  to  the  wearing  of  gowns 
at  dinners.  The  day's  work  is  sup- 
posedly done,  and  even  if  the  mid- 
night oil  is  to  burn  later  no  one  is 
too  rushed  to  observe  the  custom  of 
civilized  people  the  world  over  to 
lay  aside  workaday  clothes  and  put 


on  fresh  apparel.  And  even  the 
Senior  who  thinks  she  has  not  time 
to  dress  for  dinner  can  drop  her 
gown  at  the  dining-room  door  with 
her  French  and  German  books.  One 
interesting  point  to  notice  while 
speaking  of  the  dining-room  is  the 
usage  which  prevails  of  not  wearing 
caps  into  the  dining-room.  It  is 
hard  to  tell  how  this  custom  arose, 
but  whatever  its  origin  it  is  now  a 
stern  precedent  and  as  such  to  be 
observed  reverently ;  for,  after  all, 
precedents  are  the  spice  of  our  Col- 
lege world. 

Among  the  purely  arbitrary  cus- 
toms is  that  of  the  Seniors  wearing 
caps  on  their  last  day  of  lectures, 
and  parading  around  the  campus  at 
one  o'clock.  1901  tried  to  introduce 
the  custom  of  wearing  caps 
throughout  the  last  semester.  Let 
us  hope  that  1902  will  follow  in 
their  footsteps.  In  former  times  the 
gown  was  never  worn  off  the  cam- 
pus, but  by  the  fall  of  1898  this  un- 
written law  was  a  dead  letter  and 
the  gown  is  now  as  familiar  on  the 
pike  as  on  the  campus.  The  one 
exception  to  this  custom  used  to  be 
the  first  day  of  the  matriculation  ex- 
aminations, when  the  Freshmen 
went  in  cap  and  gown  to  the  station, 
laden  with  daisies  to  meet  and  give 
luck  to  the  verdant  sub-Freshmen. 

One  of  the  prettiest  customs  we 
have  is  cap  and  gown  night,  the 
origin  of  which  has  already  been 
told  in  The  Philistine.  Let  us 
hope  that  the  pomp  of  this  stately 
procession  will  soon  overshadow 
the  old  custom  of  gown-stealing, 
which  though  very  amusing  at  first 
threatened  at  one  time  to  become  a 
serious  matter.    On  the  morning  of 
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the  arrival  of  their  caps  and  gowns, 
how  proud  the  Freshmen  feel  as 
they  march  into  chapel  and  are 
complimented  on  their  magnificent 
appearance.  And  how  chagrined 
they  feel  when  to  their  amazement 
they  notice  that  instead  of  being  at 
last  like  the  upper  classmen,  as  if  a 
Freshman  ever  could  wear  her 
gown  like  an  upper  classman,  the 
upper  classmen  have  on  that  day  left 
off  their  gowns. 

One  case  where  custom  has  not 
yet  been  crystallized  is  the  usage 
with  regard  to  caps  when  Thou 
Gracious  Inspiration  is  sung.  The 
next  question  is,  "Shall  caps  come 
off  for  the  College  hymn  and  not 
for  the  national  hymns?"  And 
again,  "Women  do  not  remove 
their  hats  as  a  sign  of  respect,  and 
why  should  the  cap  be  removed?" 
These  questions  are  being  answered 
before  our  very  eyes,  not  logically, 
but  by  custom,  and  in  a  few  years 
there  will  be  no  memory  of  discus- 
sion. One  thing,  however,  is  cer- 
tain. That  is,  that  the  cap  is  not  an 
ordinary  hat,  and  usage  for  hats 
need  not  in  any  way  hamper  the 
College  precedents  with  regard  to 
the  removing  of  the  cap. 

Whatever  the  precedents  for  the 
wearing  of  the  cap  and  gown  that 
future  classes  may  determine,  they 
will  not  abolish  its  use  and  those 
who  have  gone  before  can  join  issue 
with  those  that  shall  come  here- 
after in  agreeing  that  whatever  the 
customs  governing  its  appearance 
the  gown  is  an  old  and  a  valued 
friend,  and  covers  a  multitude  of 


sins. 


L.  B.  C,  'oo. 


The  Various  Mr.  Bates. 

{Continued.) 

(Enter  Helen  cautiously  from 
door  at  back.  Doesn't  perceive  Mar- 
garet and  Henry  at  first.) 

Helen  (cautiously  to  Mabel). — 
Is  the  coast  clear?  Am  I  safe? 
What  was  she  like?  Glasses? 
angles?  questions? 

Mabel. — Hush !  look  out !  Henry 
is  pacifying  her  with  silver-tongued 
oratory. 

(Henry  looks  up  and  sees  Helen. 
He  smiles  with  pleasure,  rises  and 
comes  forward.) 

Henry. — I  want  you  to  meet 
Miss  Crane,  Helen.  Miss  Crane, 
Miss  Fletcher. 

Margaret. — How  do  you  do,  Miss 
Fletcher?  I'm  afraid  I  have  incon- 
venienced you  by  coming  before  I 
was  expected.  But  I  am  not  sorry, 
for  Mr.  Bates  (Helen  starts  and  be- 
comes bright  crimson)  has  been 
telling  me  the  most  thrilling  story 
about  his  duel  with  the  bandit  chief 
and  about  his  chamoix-hunting  in 
Switzerland. 

Helen  (slowly,  and  with  a  wicked 
gleam  in  her  eyes). — Yes,  Mr. 
Bates  leads  a  very  varied  life.  But 
he  isn't  the  man  he  once  was.  I 
remember  that  two  years  ago  at 
Cornell. 

Margaret  (turning  eagerly  to 
Henry). — O,  did  you  go  to  Cornell? 
I  had  a  cousin,  Ned  Sedley,  who 
went  there. 

Henry. — Ned  Sedley!  Why,  I 
lived  in  the  same  house  with  him. 

Margaret. — Then  I  suppose  you 
knew  his  room-mate,  Henry  Hill.  I 
have  heard  him  speak  of  him  so 
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often.  "A  funny  old  bird"  he  used 
to  call  him. 

Helen  (taking  the  words  out  of 
Henry's  mouth). — Yes,  indeed.  We 
all  know  Henry  Hill  very  well.  I 
have  met  him  at  Cornell,  and  he  has 
been  here  often.  Do  you  remem- 
ber, Randall,  the  time  he  was  com- 
pelled to  make  love  to  a  football  as 
part  of  his  initiation  exercises,  and 
the  time  he  called  out  the  fire  com- 
pany, when  somebody  had  lighted 
a  smoke  rocket  in  his  room?  But 
the  funniest  thing  was  when  Mr. 
Sedley,  one  April  Fool's  Day — 

Henry  (shortly). — No,  I  don't 
remember  at  all.  Miss  Crane,  would 
you  like  to  go  round  the  Ardsley 
links  this  morning?  The  dog-cart 
will  be  here  in  a  few  minutes.  In 
the  meantime,  perhaps,  you  would 
like  to  see  the  view  of  the  river  from 
the  lawn. 

(Exeunt  Henry  and  Margaret.) 

Helen. — Come  on,  Mabel,  let's 
hover  on  their  horizon.  I  intend  to 
punish  Henry  for  this.  (Exeunt.) 

(After  their  voices  have  died 
away,  Miss  J.  Cornelia  Crane  ap- 
proaches the  screen  door  and  rings 
the  bell.  Enter  Jennie,  who  lets 
her  in.) 

Corn.  C. — Does  Mr.  Bates  live 
here? 

Jennie. — No,  ma'am. 

Corn.  C. — This  is  Miss  Fletcher's 
house,  is  it  not? 

Jennie. — Yes,  ma'am. 

Corn.  C. — Then  this  is  right. 
They  told  me  at  the  post-office  that 
letters  sometimes  come  to  Mr. 
Bates,  care  of  Miss  Fletcher. 

Jennie. — I'll  go  ask  Miss  Helen, 
ma'am.     (Exit.) 

Corn.     C.     (hauling    out    note- 


book).— Evidently  merely  a  visitor. 
Refined  surroundings,  languorous 
cosy-corners,  a  briar  pipe,  the 
Daily  Crimes  said  he  smoked  cigars 
(hearing  a  slight  noise,  she  turns 
and  sees  Helen  standing  outside  the 
screen  door).  I  came  to  see  Mr. 
Randall  Bates.  I  represent  the 
New  York  Globe-Trotter.  He  lives 
here,  does  he  not? 

Helen  (nervously,  as  the  horror 
of  the  situation  dawns  upon  her). 
— Yes,  he  lives  here,  but  (carefully 
keeping  her  feet  outside  of  the 
threshold)  he  is  out  now  (enters)  ; 
he  said  this  morning  that  he  in- 
tended to  spend  the  day  at  Ardsley. 

Corn.  C. — Unfortunate.  Will 
you  answer  a  few  questions  then? 
How  old  is  he?  What  is  he  work- 
ing on  now  ? 

Helen. — Really,  Miss  Crane,  I 
would  rather  not  answer  questions. 
Mr.  Bates  would  not  like  it.  I  have 
frequently  heard  him  say  he  would 
not  be  interviewed,  so  of  course  I 
could  not  attempt  to  speak  without 
his   permission. 

Corn.  C. — This  is  most  unfortu- 
nate. But  1  have  gained  sufficient 
material  for  an  article  from  the 
room  and  house  generally.  Good 
morning.  Tell  Mr.  Bates  I  will 
come  earlier  the  next  time  and  catch 
him  before  he  gets  away.     (Exit.) 

Helen. — What  a  lovely  prospect 
of  a  bespectacled  female  haunting 
the  house  every  morning  before  we 
are  up.  But — O,  horror !  Who  is  that 
girl  Margaret  and  Henry  have  just 
taken  to  the  links  ?  O,  ye  gods  and 
little  fishes,  what  have  we  got  in 
for?  (Enter  Mrs.  Fletchen)  O, 
mother !  when  did  you  get  here  ? 
How  did  you  get  up  from  the  sta- 
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tion?  The  most  awful  thing  has 
happened !  There's  a  girl  here  whom 
we  thought  we  knew,  but  we  don't, 
but  she  seemed  to  know  us,  and 
then  the  reporter  came,  and  she 
wasn't  the  one  after  all,  and  who  do 
you  suppose  she  is  anyway  ? 

Mrs.  Fletcher  (a  little  mystified). 
— That  sounds  very  dreadful.  What 
do  you  mean  ?  Who  is  here  ?  Just 
as  I  was  starting  for  town  yester- 
day, I  received  a  note  from  an  old 
friend  of  mine  saying  that  her 
daughter,  Margaret  Crane,  would 
come  to-morrow  to  spend  the  day, 
as  she  wanted  her  to  meet  you  girls. 

(Enter  Margaret,  Mabel  and 
Henry,  extremely  muddy.) 

Helen. — Why,  what  have  you 
been  doing  to — (looks  at  Margaret 
nervously  and  hesitates) — to  Miss 
Crane  ? 

Henry. — I  didn't  do  it,  honestly. 
Vixen  saw  fit  to  get  frightened,  and 
after  kicking  the  dashboard  to 
pieces,  flung  us  all  out. 

Mrs.  Fletcher  (who  has  been 
talking  to  Margaret). — No,  don't 
apologize.  It  is  very  delightful  to 
have  you  so  soon.  The  other  letter 
must  be  among  this  morning's  mail. 
Yes,  here  it  is.  But  I  must  insist 
on  your  paying  us  a  longer  visit 
than  your  mother  suggested.  (To 
the  others.)  From  what  Margaret 
has  let  drop,  you  wicked  children 
seem  to  have  been  amusing  your- 
selves by  a  game  of  mystification  at 
her  expense,  and  I  think  the  most 
fitting  punishment  will  be  to  let  you 
amuse  yourselves  by  explaining  it 
away  again. 

Mabel. — I  see  it  in  Henry's  eye 
that  he  is  ready  for  anything,  even 
for  telling  the  truth.     But  first,  as 


it  is  a  ferociously  hot  day,  and 
three  of  us  have  been  playing  a 
rather  exhausting  "roll,"  I  propose 
that  we  pave  the  way  by  retreating 
to  the  dining-room  and  drinking  the 
health,  in  root  beer,  of  the  various 
Mr.  Bates,  the  modern  Nereus. 
(Exeunt  and  curtain.) 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 


The  Prince's  Choice. 

It  was  raining,  and  hence  the 
children  were  spending  Saturday 
morning  in  the  schoolroom.  It  was 
a  depressing  way  to  dispose  of  a 
holiday,  with  anachronistic  maps 
and  blackboards  surrounding  one 
within,  and  puddles  and  drizzle 
outside.  The  two  eldest,  Herbert 
and  Jane,  were  sprawling  on  the 
window-seat,  flattening  their  faces 
against  the  misty  pane,  and  argu- 
ing dispiritedly  as  to  whether  it  was 
easier  to  put  an  umbrella  up  or  put 
it  down. 

Lying  on  their  stomachs  in  front 
of  the  fire  were  Bertha  and  the  baby, 
playing  an  engrossing  game.  Bertha 
was  relating  a  fairy  story,  in  which 
a  handful  of  blackberries,  saved 
over  from  breakfast,  were  the  dra- 
matis persons.  Baby  was  a  most 
appreciative  auditor.  She  didn't  at 
all  understand  the  tale,  but  she 
recognized  that  something  was  in 
progress  for  her  amusement,  so  she 
kept  her  eyes  courteously  glued  to 
the  blackberries,  gurgling  and  clap- 
ping her  fat  hands  at  intervals. 

"He  was  a  very  great  king,  larger 
than  any  of  his  subjects,"  said 
Bertha,  setting  the  biggest  black- 
berry on  top  of  the  footstool.  "Look 
at  him,  baby.     And  he  had  seven 
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most  beautiful  daughters.  One 
day  the  prince  came  riding  up  on  a 
milk-white  steed,  after  having  slain 
the  dragon  and  done  all  the  things 
they  made  him  do.  i  shouldn't 
wonder  if  a  fairy  had  helped  him. 
And  the  king  had  promised  to  give 
him  his  daughter's  hand  in  reward, 
but  here,  you  see,  the  prince  found 
seven  daughters,  and  how  could  he 
choose  between  them?  They  were 
sitting  in  a  row  in  front  of  their 
father's  throne,  all  dressed  just 
alike  in  rich  black  velvet,  and  the 
prince  looked  and  looked  at  them, 
but  couldn't  make  up  his  mind. 
They  were  all  so  lovely.  The  oldest 
was  tall  and  slim,  and  the  next  had 
a  red  crown  on  (look  at  it!)  ;  the 
rest  were  twins,  I  think,  except  the 
very  youngest,  who  was  small,  with 
a  perfectly  lovely  figure.  Do  you 
see  how  he  could  make  up  his  mind  ? 
Please  sit  up,  baby  dear,  you  will 
knock  over  the  whole  royal  family." 

Bertha  was  setting  up  the  seven 
blackberries  in  a  row  against  the 
footstool.  Very  stiff  and  prim  they 
sat  there,  not  displaying  any  sign 
of  the  nervousness  which  the  in- 
spection of  that  critical  prince  must 
be  causing.  The  king,  magisterially 
enthroned  above,  frowned  at  the 
ceiling,  and  seemed  to  have  lost 
interest  in  the  affair. 

"It's  a  very  hard  position  for  the 
prince,"  commented  the  author, 
shaking  her  head. 

"Fraulein  is  yelling  for  you.  I 
think  it's  to  go  to  your  music  les- 
son," interrupted  Jane  from  the 
window-seat. 

"Oh,  dear — oh,  bother!  Well, 
baby,  I'll  leave  the  rest  of  the  story 
to  you,  and  you  must  try  and  think 


out  which  the  prince  marries  before 
I  get  back." 

Bertha  ran  off  to  scales  and 
five-finger  exercises,  and  baby 
staid  behind  by  the  fire,  gurgling 
at  the  royal  family.  When  the 
nurse  came  in,  soon  after,  the  entire 
region  surrounding  the  baby's 
mouth  was  smeared  with  black,  and 
there  was  purple  and  red  all  down 
the  front  of  her  frock,  while  the 
royal  family  was  not  in  sight.  Baby 
greeted  the  new-comer  with  a  smile 
of  bland  self-satisfaction  as  if  to 
say,  "Have  I  not  solved  for  the 
prince  his  difficult  and  weighty 
problem  ?" 


The  Alumnae  Meeting. 

The  annual  meeting  of  the  Alum- 
nae Association  of  Bryn  Mawr  Col- 
lege was  held  on  Saturday,  Febru- 
ary 8,  at  10.30  A.  M.  in  Room  D, 
Taylor  Hall,  with  the  president, 
Elizabeth  B.  Kirkbride,  '96,  in  the 
chair.  A  report  of  the  transacted 
business  will  be  given  in  the  an- 
nual report  of  the  association,  to  be 
published  shortly.  The  class  col- 
lections for  the  library  fund 
amounted  to  $17,415.28,  and  over 
$1,100  additional  was  subscribed 
during  the  meeting.  Thus  encour- 
aged it  was  voted  to  try  to  raise 
$15,000  more  before  Commence- 
ment. After  the  meeting  ad- 
journed the  members  of  the  associ- 
ation were  entertained  at  luncheon 
in  Pembroke  Hall  by  President 
Thomas. 

The  meeting  was  one  of  peculiar 
interest  to  all  present,  affording  as 
it  did  an  opportunity  to  learn  at 
first  hand  the  particulars  in  regard 
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to  the  means  being  taken  to  secure 
to  the  College  Mr.  Rockefeller's 
gift,  the  conditions  of  which  are 
now  well  known.  The  spirit  of 
genuine  enthusiasm  which  was 
manifest  did  not  exclude  a  realiza- 
tion of  the  fact  that  it  is  incumbent 
on  every  individual  to  put  forth  her 
utmost  endeavor  in  order  to  gain 
for  the  College  this  aid  which  it 
needs  so  sorely,  and  which  it  has 
now  so  fine  an  opportunity  to  se- 
cure. M.  S.,  '01. 


Matteo. 

Matteo  was  a  rogue,  a  rogue  with 
the  purest,  most  exalted  counte- 
nance, the  most  convincing  air  of  in- 
nocence, the  most  irresistible  cap- 
tivation  of  manner.  But  a  shrewder, 
more  resourceful  and  unblushing 
rogue  than  Matteo,  I  would  wish 
never  to  fall  a  victim  to  hereafter. 

Matteo  came  to  us  in  the  capacity 
of  an  Italian  guide,  as  picturesque 
and  alluring  an  Italian  guide  as  a 
romantic  imagination  can  conceive. 
I  had  read  descriptions  of  Italian 
guides.  I  had  permitted  my  fancy 
to  play  decoratively  about  these  de- 
scriptions till  my  mind's  eye  was  en- 
thralled with  an  image  superlatively 
dazzling  and  artistic.  Matteo  far 
surpassed  the  image  my  mind's  eye 
cherished.  We  came  upon  him  one 
day  in  the  very  heart  of  Naples,  so 
unexpectedly  and  opportunely  that 
he  seemed  a  well-timed  gift  from 
the  skies.  For  the  twentieth  time 
that  day  my  poor  father,  a  most 
conscientious  and  well-intentioned 
traveler,  whose  passion  for  seeking 
was  only  equaled  by  his  utter  in- 
ability to  find  what  he  sought,  had 


lost  himself  and  us  in  a  vain  quest 
for  a  certain  quaint  old  inn  where 
— my  father  made  his  protestations 
so  earnestly  that  we  assumed  a 
courteous  credulity — all  the  special 
delicacies  of  Italian  cookery  were  to 
be  had  at  their  savouriest  and  best 
for  a  mere  song.  I  think  my  father 
would  have  persevered  in  his  search 
till  this  day.  Such  is  his  indefati- 
gable patience.  It  was  my  mother 
who  came  at  last  to  a  resolute  stop, 
remarking  in  that  tone  of  absolute 
assurance  which  carries  conviction 
with  it,  "My  dears,  we  are  lost."  A 
flush  of  shame  mantled  my  father's 
brow.  He  was  about  to  protest, 
when  a  voice  at  my  elbow  attracted 
us. 

"On  the  contrary,  Signora,  you 
are  found,"  said  mellifluous  melan- 
choly tones,  and  we  turned  to  behold 
Matteo.  Our  first  impression,  as 
we  gazed  awe-struck,  was  that  some 
high  dignitary  in  pursit  of  a  novel 
sensation  had  condescended  to  ad- 
dress us  in  friendly  wise.  Matteo's 
tall,  splendid  figure  seemed  en- 
compassed by  an  isolating  atmos- 
phere of  lofty  dignity.  His  face, 
without  exception  the  handsomest 
1  have  ever  seen,  looked  down  at  us 
with  a  calm,  beautiful  superiority. 
Not  until  long  afterwards,  when 
our  eyes  had  grown  in  a  measure 
accustomed  to  the  glory  of  his  pres- 
ence, did  we  become  aware  of  the 
patches  at  his  knees  and  elbows,  the 
disconsolate  droop  of  the  feather  in 
his  hat,  the  tatters  to  which  his 
brilliant  scarf  had  been  reduced. 

"You  are  found,  Signora,"  re- 
iterated the  august  apparition  with 
a  benign  smile.  In  spite  of  every 
appearance  to  the  contrary,  it  was 
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impossible  not  to  believe  him.  Grate- 
ful, confident,  tremendously  im- 
pressed, we  half  wished  to  prostrate 
ourselves  at  the  feet  of  this  great 
man  and  do  homage. 

"I  am  Matteo,"  he  added,  and 
we  felt  at  once  that  to  be  Matteo 
was  the  summun  bonum  of  life. 

"Signor — "  He  was  bowing  now 
grandly  before  my  father.  What 
followed,  my  mother  and  I  have 
since  wonderingly  asked  each  other. 
We  were  both  spectators,  but  too 
dazed,  it  seems,  to  comprehend. 
How  could  any  mere  man  have 
persuaded  my  father  to  accept  a 
guide?  But,  indeed,  how  could  a 
mere  man  have  done  many  of  the 
remarkable  things  that  Matteo  sub- 
sequently achieved?  His  first  act 
was  to  lead  us  straight  to  the 
wished-for-inn,  where,  to  speak 
truth,  the  macaroni  was  of  the 
toughest  and  the  wine  of  the  sour- 
est that  we  had  yet  come  upon  in 
Italy.  WTiile  we  ate  we  were 
pleasantly  conscious  that  Matteo, 
deep  in  a  discussion  of  prices  with 
our  host,  was  insuring  our  purses 
against  the  slightest  possible  im- 
position. Then  came  the  bill,  ten- 
dered gracefully  by  Matteo,  who 
wore  the  air  of  a  great  but  modest 
conqueror.  And  the  bill!  My 
father's  eyes,  as  he  looked  at  it, 
widened,  and  his  countenance 
lengthened  to  a  rueful  cast.  The 
bill  was  stupendous  beyond  all  rea- 
son, expectation  or  justice.  Was 
there  perchance  a  deep  and  guile- 
ful understanding  between  Matteo 
and  the  host  of  the  inn?  At  the 
time,  I  think,  we  were  all  perfectly 
innocent  of  such  a  suspicion.    Later 


we  came  to  entertain  it  without 
scruple. 

For  many  days  we  went  hither 
and  thither  in  Naples  and  adjoin- 
ing cities,  always  magnificently  es- 
corted by  Matteo,  and  at  every  turn 
finding  ourselves  appreciably  poor- 
er, our  pockets  emptied,  miracu- 
lously, as  it  were,  without  will  of 
our  own  or  noticeable  profit,  till 
one  fine  day  the  climax  came, 
bringing  with  it  revelations  un- 
looked  for,  amazing,  disenchanting, 
but  highly  diverting.  On  every 
hand  mysteries  had  been  assailing 
us.  Valuable  little  trinkets  collect- 
ed with  infinite  pains  had  been  spir- 
ited away.  Whither  had  they  van- 
ished ?  No  one  could  say.  No  one 
could  bring  forward  even  a  credi- 
ble surmise.  In  the  meantime  Mat- 
teo had  visibly  prospered.  His  na- 
tive radiance  was  enhanced  to  an 
almost  blinding  brilliance  by  a  new 
superb  plume  in  his  hat,  a  new  sash 
of  a  thousand  hues  each  brighter 
than  the  last,  a  pair  of  new  gloves, 
immaculate  and  fitting  to  perfection. 
The  pride  of  possession  came  upon 
us  in  overwhelming  measure  when 
we  beheld  our  renovated  Matteo. 

"He  is  a  magnificent  fellow," 
said  my  father.  It  was  the  day  of 
the  climax. 

"Of  unexceptionable  courtesy 
and  striking  intelligence,"  added  my 
mother. 

"He  is  for  all  the  world  like 
Bloody  O'Brian,  the  Prince  of  Pi- 
rates," I  murmured,  sentimentally, 
and  immediately  trembled  for  fear 
the  unguarded  reflection  had  be- 
trayed my  acquaintance  with  a  class 
of  heroes  I  would  fain  keep  secret. 
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But  Matteo  was  monopolizing  the 
thoughts  of  my  parents.  "Striking 
intelligence.  Yes,"  said  my  father 
and  became  pensive.  "My  dear,"  he 
turned  suddenly  to  my  mother, 
"you  are  right.  Matteo  is  shrewd. 
He  is  keen.  He  will  succeed  where 
I  have  failed.  I  would  give  five 
hundred  dollars  to  get  within  my 
reach  the  scamp  who  is  robbing  us. 
Matteo  shall  catch  him  for  me.  I 
shall  say,  'Matteo,  find  the  rascally 
thief  who  is  pilfering  my  property 
and  ruining  my  peace  of  mind.' 
And  Matteo  will  find  him.  Within 
a  week — " 

"Within  a  day,  Signor,"  re- 
marked Matteo,  appearing  before 
us  miraculously  after  a  fashion  of 
his  own. 

My  father,  too  delighted  to  be 
angry  or  amazed,  smiled  at  us  in 
triumph. 

"But,  Signor,"  went  on  Matteo, 
sadly,  "  a  most  unfortunate  circum- 
stance. How  shall  I  tell  you  ?"  His 
appealing  gaze,  full  of  an  unselfish 
anguish,  would  have  melted  a  heart 
of  stone.  "Signor,  the  unhappy 
thief — I  know  him,  Signor,  too  well. 
He  is  my  friend,  my  dearest  friend." 

My  father's  face  clouded.  "Why 
have  you  not  told  me  this  before, 
Matteo?"  he  asked  sternly. 

"Ah,  Signor,  consider.  What  was 
I  to  do?  He  is  my  dearest  friend. 
Could  I  betray  him?  You  are  my 
beloved  and  kind  signor.  Did  I  not 
suffer  to  see  you  robbed?  The 
pain,  Signor,  has  been  all  mine." 

"Not  quite  all,  Matteo,  I  think," 
remarked  my  father,  a  trifle  grimly. 
There  was  a  brief  pause.  "Well?" 
said  my  father. 


"Signor,  if  you  will  spare  my 
friend  all  punishment — " 

"Well  ?"  repeated  my  father. 

"Spare  him,  Signor,  and  I  will  re- 
veal to  you  his  name.  I  will  regain 
for  you  the  stolen  goods.  I  will  pro- 
tect you  from  depredations  here- 
after." 

The  offer  was  irresistible.  "The 
thief  shall  go  unpunished,"  agreed 
my  father.  "Tell  me  his  name, 
Matteo." 

"You  have  said  it,  Signor."  The 
brown  eyes  were  as  honest  as  ever, 
the  voice  plaintive  and  winning. 
"It  is  Matteo,  Signor.  The  wicked 
thief  is  I." 

A  silence  followed,  deep  and 
fraught  with  varied  emotions.  "Mat- 
teo, you  are  a  rogue,"  said  my 
father  at  last.  "A  shameful,  unut- 
terable rogue.  But  I  have  made  a 
promise  and  I  shall  keep  it.  You 
may  go." 

"And  the  reward,  Signor?  The 
five  hundred  dollars?" 

It  was  a  sublime  impertinence. 
Another  than  Matteo  would  have 
been  incapable.  "The  man  is  a 
genius,"  said  my  father,  with  posi- 
tive enjoyment  of  the  situation,  and 
received  back  from  Matteo's  hand 
his  precious  trinkets,  in  return  hon- 
orably bestowing  the  reward  upon 
Matteo. 

"Now  go,"  he  repeated,  when  the 
exchange  had  been  effected.  But 
Matteo  would  not  go.  He  had  un- 
dertaken to  guide  us  about  Italy. 
Should  he,  Matteo,  leave  a  task  half 
done?  "Impossible,"  said  Matteo, 
and  in  the  course  of  time  we  came 
to  accept  his  opinion.  From  that 
day  forth,  safe  and  untroubled,  we 
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traveled  securely  about  in  his  care, 
and  it  was  only  when  the  shores  of 
Italy  faded  from  our  view  that  we 
saw  the  last — not,  I  must  admit, 
without  affection  and  regret — of 
that  inspired  master  of  villainy,  our 
Italian  guide,  Matteo. 

S.  M.,  '02. 


The  Object  of  a  Lawsuit. 


H 
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A  Conservative. 

I  drives  dis  mule  from  sun-up 

'Twel  workin'  hours  am  through, 
An'  all  my  pay  I  lays  away, 

To  keep  for  Liza  Lou; 
For  her  an'  me  was  co'tin' 

Ontwel  dey  turned  her  head, 
But  she's  been  tryin'  to  be  too  fine 

Sence    she    ate    de   w'ite    folks' 
bread. 


I  fixed  to  live  wid  Liza 

In  cabin  number  fo' 
(W'ich  Marse  war  gwine  to  w'ite- 
wash  fine) 

Wid  a  bean-vine  over  de  do' ; 


But  w'en  I  speak  o'  de  weddin', 
She  say  dat  she  don'expec' 

She  kin  hoi'  her  own  on  po'k  and 
pone, 
'Case  corn  pone  scratch  her  neck. 

She  wears  Miss  Sally's  dresses, 

An'  gits  her  wo'n-out  shoes, 
An'  de  gal  ain'  born  w'at  kin  put  on 

Sech  airs  ez  Liza  Lou's ; 
Ef  she  mus'  live  like  w'ite  folks, 

An'  hoe-cake  ain'  gwine  do, 
I's  got  my  pay  all  laid  away, 

But  it  ain't  for  Liza  Lou. 
Git  up,  mule ! 

C.  H.,  '99. 


OW   fool    Cnt4-VV>«,   mo^Qtth 
ftr«  uOiit   wits  G.+     -Hv«'»    &*< 

To  q<*a  »t  u*-u  ft  a  v  et  ~i  ' 


If     -1-fcettlT"      ttll     »v,      QSUll|llt 

V\\   tot  hit    -»*."   h*  cl  ' 


T&K4       <jli  i    Ci    0.      ^W.V>jS<7."' 

Thl    f»T«nTei(.      £ti|4 
Th^     frin^   'is     no     t>u.V>|VtT 
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O  Blatant  Sell. 

(Dedicated  to  Taylor  Clock.) 

O  blatant  sell!     High  in  the  air, 
Poised  in  thy  windy  turret  there, 
Thou  followest  no  law  of  time. 
We,  faithful,  follow  to  thy  chime, 
Believe  'tis  nine,  not  six,  is  here. 

Thou  summ'nest  us    to    work,    to    prayer, 
At  uncouth  times;  thou  call'st  us  where 
No  duty  lies,  with  brass  sublime, — 
O  blatant  sell! 

One  time  too  oft  thou'lt  lure.     All  fair 
Thy  world  seems  now,  but  we  must  dare 
To  know  injustice  lives,  and  crime, 
And  do  our  duty,  smash  thy  chime, 
Until  it  sounds  not  anywhere, — 
O  blatant  sell ! 

M'x'ne  Wr'gl'y,  '88. 


i6 
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Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.   Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


902  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  SAMUEL 


Formerly  of 
1 529  Chestnut  St. 


announces  her  removal  to 

1623  Chestnut 

and  is  now  ready  with  a 
fall  assortment  of  V    V 

French  Models 
Hats,  Bonnets  and  Toques, 
Neck   Ruffs   and   Veilings 

New  Department  in  charge  of  MR.  H.  LEVY,  formerly 
with  Madame  Nash 

Ladies'    Tailor-made    Gowns,    Riding 
Habits,  Evening  Wraps     -.*     .-.     v     .-. 


Scbrcxhcr  &  Kerr 


>^JPP<~<-* 


-a-H 


ft  A I  ft  ft  C  *or  ^ofn"1?  Wear,  "Walk- 
U0UIBI9  ^  Traveling,  Yachting, 

'.» 

<ft   and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 

<ft   Sports  and  Pastimes    J*  ^  &  <£  <£  <£> 


Ladies'  Tailors 


«9 


135  SOUTH 
ELEVENTH 
STREET .  .  . 

Philadelphia 


ALL  GOODS  MADE  ON  THESE  PREMISES 


^C6CC€C€CCggg€<i€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€C€€CCC€€€€C€C€<6€CCC' 


* 


Kodaks 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Optician 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
Broad  Street  Station 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 
PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of . 


FURS 


AND 


HATS 

-For  Young  Ladies 
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Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472,474,476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     Corrs%s,foiTeTce 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 

Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery ,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin    Underwear 

1214  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  tbe 

most  dellciou* 

Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 

13 16  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOJCS  and — 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  *>"d  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co* 

dmxsB&*^  o  PT I C I A  N  S 
JOJO  CHESTNUT   STREET 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24   North  Eleventh  St* 

Philadelphia 

%Clee's  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


'IcfUPCS  and 

The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

<£      Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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127  So.  12th  St, 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

g.    Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBAN1UM? 

MODERATE    PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY — =^ 

BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

tub  Brp  roawr  PQarmaiiies 

OLDESTAIMD  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    Ail  kinds 
of  Stationery.      Prescriptions  a   Specialty. 

GOODS  DELIVERED   PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

eTk.  WILSON  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists  in   Fine    Shoe    Repairing    and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundry,  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

PRIGKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


FENNER'S,  Lancaster  Ave. 

CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .-.      V      .'.      ••• 

Home-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 

BRINTON  BROS. 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  North  nth  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North  Ninth  St., 
Phila.,  Pa.,  also  39 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


flvii  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3943-49  market  $t. 

"•PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 

The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 


THE  ROUTE  OF 


The   Pennsylvania 

J      0  0  <    THE    MOST    PERFECT    RAILWAY 

ifY\ f t£Cl    TRAIN    OF    THIS    PROGRESSIVE 

RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 

New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis         ^^^^^^^^^= 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every  Home    Comfort 


J.  B.  HUTCHINSON  J.  R.  WOOD 

Gen.  Manager  Gen.  Pass.  Ag't. 

GEO.  W.  BOYD 

Asst.  Gen.  Pass.  Ag't. 


P.  N.  Degerberg 


1 4} J  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Ladies'  Cailor 


ESTABLISHED   1850 


broad6ent  CO. 

^     flPtiSfSand 

Photographers 

HJ5  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 

Portraiture  in  plain  photography,  crayon, 
water  color  or  pastel  fromJife  or  by  .copy. 
Landscape,  or  interior  work.  Grouping 
indoor  or  in  the  open  air.  Only*  the  best 
work  at  reasonable.-prices. 

Special  Rates  to  Students" 


John  S.  Trower, 
Caterer  and  Confectioner, 

5706  MAIN  STREET, 

Telephone  Connection.         ,       German  town,  Phila. 


...THE... 

Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

CAPITAL,    $250,000 


President,  A.  A.  HIRST  ,.  > 

Vice-President,  W.  H.  RAMSEY* 
indSTleeaasuyrer;    JOHN  S-  GARRIGUES' 


, 


SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

An  unequaled  combination  of 
comfort  and  economy 


WOMEN'S  CALFSKIN 
BLUCHERS  —  Heavy 
Sole,  Extension  Edge    ., 

WOriEN'S  CALFSKIN 
LACE  BOOT— Dull  Tops, 
Extra  Heavy  Sole,  Ex«- 
tension  Edge     .... 


$5.oo 

$5.oo 


A  fine  assortment  of  Superior  Slippers, 
$3.50' up.  Special  selection  of  orna- 
ments and  trimmings  applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference. 


Cousins 


1226 


Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA,    PA. 
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Editorial. 

We  fancied  ourselves  back  in 
the  days  of  the  early  pioneers 
when,  after  a  night  of  crashing 
trees,  of  strange  moanings  and 
uneasy  rumblings,  we  awoke 
one  morning  to  a  snow-bound 
and  ice-bound  world.  We  were 
in  the  midst  of  a  wilderness  of 
fallen  trunks  and  snowbanks. 
Hardy  of  disposition  were  they 


who  ventured  forth  in  rubber- 
boots  to  seek  provisions  on  the 
Pike.  They  must  circumvent 
impassable  roads,  by  wading 
through  swollen  streams,  and  at 
peril  of  life  they  must  creep  un- 
der cracking  boughs  and  over 
tangled  wires.  None-the-less, 
it  was  a  fairy  world,  every  bough 
and  fence-rail  glittering  with 
diamonds  in  the   reluctant  sun- 
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shine.  Familiar  paths,  now  over- 
arched like  Aladdin's  palace, 
were  familiar  no  longer.  For 
two  days  we  lived  among  unreal 
sights  and  sounds,  all  but  cut  off 
from  outside  happenings  until, 
with  the  coming  of  mud  and 
slush  and  thawing  ice,  we  re- 
turned to  every-day  life  again. 

There  are  good  reasons  why  the 
Philistine  expects  your  indul- 
gence for  harping  on  the  weath- 
er. In  the  first  place,  the  lat- 
ter has  been  doing  its  best,  in 
quantity  and  quality,  to  claim 
our  attention,  and  in  the  second 
place  we  are  assured  that  edi- 
torials are  never  read  in  any 
case. 

I  ask  you,  is  not  the  editor's 
life,  as  one  of  our  able  contribu- 
tors puts  it,  "a  hard,  hard  life?" 
Some  time  ago  the  Editor-in- 
Chief  was  asked: 

"Do  tell  me  who  is  writing  the 
verses  on  the  last  page?"  and, 
preparing  for  praises  of  her  pro- 
duction, the  editor  modestly  re- 
plied that  she  refused  to  tell. 
Then  came  the  remark : 

"Well,  I  am  thankful  they  are 
over;  thev  were  so  unutterably 
dull." 

Not  long  ago  an  editor  was 
questioned : 

"Who  in  the  world  wrote  that 
abominable  parody  on  ?" 

"I  did,"  confessed  the  editor. 

"Oh,  yes,  of  course,  I  didn't 
mean  that.  That  was  clever, — 
it  was  this  other  story." 

Very  recently  at  an  editorial 
meeting  one  editor  remarked, 
apropos  of  another's  unsigned 
story  in  the  last  number : 


"Almost  anything  would  be  a 
refreshing  change  after  this !" 

Editorial  honor  forbids  the 
Philistine  to  divulge  the  names 
and  works  of  these  blighted  au- 
thors, but  they  are  true  incidents, 
and  the  editors  are  planning  to 
have  their  heads  fitted  for  mar- 
tvr's  crowns. 


College  Notes. 

The  ping-pong  tournament  of 
February  28  proved  a  great  suc- 
cess both  financially  and  from  a 
sportsman's  point  of  view.  The 
single  finals  were  hotly  contested 
by  Miss  Sherwin  and  Miss  Mc- 
Cormick;  in  the  end  the  latter 
was  victorious.  The  doubles 
were  won  by  Miss  A.  E.  Mason 
and  Miss  H.  Garrett.  A  large 
amount  of  Perfect  Pink  Ping- 
Pong  ice  cream  was  sold,  and  the 
net  proceeds  from  this  and  the 
tournament  entrance  fees  amount 
to  about  $12.  Owing  to  the  great 
success  of  the  tournament,  the 
proprietors  have  decided  not  to 
close  the  ping-pong  parlors,  and 
patronage  is  earnestly  solicited. 

The  celebration  of  the  twenty- 
fifth  anniversary  of  the  establish- 
ment of  Johns  Hopkins  took  place 
on  February  21.  Miss  Thomas 
and  several  members  of  our  fac- 
ulty were  present.  Among  other 
events  of  especial  interest  to  the 
Bryn  Mawr  students  was  the 
conferring  of  honorary  degrees 
on  Professor  Woodrow  Wilson 
and  Professor  Edmund  B.  Wil- 
son, who  were  both  lecturers  here 
at  one  time. 

The  trees  have  been  so  dam- 
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aged  by  the  recent  ice  storm  that 
the  beauty  of  the  campus  this 
spring  will  be  seriously  impaired. 
The  two  large  cherry  trees  in 
front  of  Pembroke  West,  how- 
ever, have  been  spared. 

Miss  Thomas  has  earnestly  re- 
quested that  the  students  wear 
their  gowns  to  classes,  as  the 
dress  is  distinctively  that  of  the 
Bryn  Mawr  undergraduate  body. 

An  interesting  lecture  was  de- 
livered  by    Miss    Miller   in   the 


chapel  on  February  26,  on  "Wo- 
man Suffrage  in  England." 

Mr.  Edmund  T.  Shanahan,  of 
the  Catholic  University  of  Amer- 
ica, Washington,  D.  C,  delivered 
a  lecture  before  the  Philosophical 
Club,  on  Friday,  February  21, 
in  spite  of  the  severe  storm.  His 
subject  was  The  Schoolmen  and 
Aristotle,  and  his  lecture  was  a 
very  interesting  discussion  of  the 
scholastic  period  in  the  history  of 
philosophy. 


Alumnae  Notes. 

'93- 

Louise  Brownell  Saunders  has 
a  daughter  born  in  January. 

'96. 

Ellen  Rose  Giles  is  reporting 
for  The  Evening  Sun,  of  New 
York  City. 

1900. 

Elizabeth  Perkins,  Alberta 
Newton  and  Helen  McKeen  will 
spend  their  spring  vacation  in 
Athens. 

Edith  Crane  has  been  in  Phila- 
delphia and  Bryn  Mawr  attend- 


ing to  her  duties  as  Secretary  of 
the  Alumnae  Association. 
1901. 

Marion  Reilly  is  taking  an  ex- 
tended trip  through  California 
and  Mexico. 

Elizabeth  McKeen  sailed  on 
February  18  on  the  Kaiser 
Wilhelm  der  Grosse,  and  will 
join  Helen  McKeen  in  Berlin. 

Elizabeth  T.  Daly  and  Madge 
D.  Miller  spent  Sunday  at  Bryn 
Mawr  two  weeks  ago. 

Edith  Campbell  has  been  at 
college  for  a  few  days. 

The  annual  club  dinner  will 
be  held  at  the  Manhattan  Hotel 
on  Friday.  March  14. 
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Prince     Henry    Visits    Bryn 

Mawr. 

The  Royal  Visitor  Desires  to 

See    One    of    the     Great 

American  Colleges — Prince 

Praises  Pembroke. 

(Special  account  to  The  Philistine.) 

Feb.  29. — The  following  is  a 

copy   of   the   cablegram   to   the 

Bursar's  office  from  the  German 

Emperor,  thanking  the  students 

for  their  treatment  of  his  brother, 

Prince  Henry: 

Bursar's  Office, 

Bryn  Mawr  College. 
Allow  me  to  extend  my  thanks 
to  you  for  your  treatment  of  my 
brother.  I  congratulate  you  on 
your  college,  and  extend  to  you 
my  best  wishes. 

William  II., 
Emperor  of  Germany. 

At  noon  on  Friday  the  weather, 
which  had  been  inclement, 
cleared  a  little,  and  the  sun  ap- 
peared in  all  its  glory,  when  at 
12.46  (the  train  was  a  minute 
late  owing  to  a  delav  at  Broad 
Street)  the  special  Bryn  Mawr 
accommodation  pulled  in  to  the 
station.  The  Prince  was  met  by 
a  special  delegation  from  the 
students,  one  of  whom  stepped 
forward  and,  with  a  few  appro- 
priate words,  presented  him  with 
a  handsome  gold-mounted  lan- 
tern and  a  bunch  of  daisies  (the 
flower  emblematic  of  Bryn 
Mawr). 

"Thank  you,"  said  Prince 
Henry,  with  a  low  bow,  slightly 
extending  his  left  foot. 

The  royal  visitor  was  conduct- 


ed at  once  to  Pembroke  Hall, 
where  at  1 .05  an  elegant  luncheon 
was  served  in  the  great  dining- 
room.  The  menu  was  as  fol- 
lows : 

Soup  a  l'£gunee 

Ragout  of  beef 

Froid  slaw 

Pomees  de  terre  boullis  au  peau 

Prunes         Crackers  toastes 

During  the  meal  the  Orpheus 
Club  sang  softly  behind  the 
closed  doors. 

At  1. 10  the  Prince  and  several 
members  of  his  suite,  dressed  in 
full  uniform  and  mounted  on 
some  of  Mr.  Byrnes's  horses  en- 
gaged for  the  purpose,  set  out  on 
a  tour  of  inspection.  At  1.11  the 
Prince  stepped  out  of  Pembroke 
Arch  and,  escorted  by  the  stu- 
dent body  in  academic  garb,  rode 
to  the  gymnasium.  At  his  en- 
trance a  march  was  played  and 
the  Senior  Class  gave  their  fenc- 
ing drill.  The  Prince  expressed 
his  pleasure  at  the  brilliant  per- 
formance of  the  students  and  ex- 
tended his  congratulations.  He 
remarked  that  it  reminded  him 
of  duelling  in  the  German  uni- 
versities. 

At  1.35  the  Royal  party  visited 
Taylor  Hall.  They  were  met  at 
the  door  by  Nelson,  who  gra- 
ciously extended  his  right  hand 
to  the  Prince. 

The  Prince,  in  a  few  well- 
chosen  words,  expressed  his 
pleasure  at  having  the  opportu- 
nity of  visiting  the  college.  He 
further  expressed  his  gratifica- 
tion at  the  quiet  dignity  of  the 
building. 

After  a  few  moments'  rest  in 
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the  Pembroke  East  Students' 
Parlor,  where  the  Prince  kindly 
insisted  on  sitting  near  the  win- 
dows in  case  any  should  care  to 
see  him,  the  party  pursued  their 
way  to  Dalton,  the  hall  of  science. 
The  Prince  went  into  each  labor- 
atory and  showed  his  apprecia- 
tion of  the  students'  work.  He 
remained  15  minutes  in  the 
physics  laboratory,  5  minutes  in 
the  chemistry  and  if  minutes  in 
the  biology  laboratory,  where  the 
students  were  dissecting  lobsters. 

As  the  Prince  rode  from  hall 
to  hall  a  full  explanation  was 
tendered  to  him  of  the  improve- 
ments the  college  hoped  to  make 
in  the  way  of  new  buildings. 
The  Prince  showed  the  first  signs 
of  weariness  he  had  evinced  since 
he  landed,  probably  owing  to  the 
arduous  program  of  the  week  be- 
fore. At  2.30  he  entered  the 
Bryn  Mawr  College  omnibus  and 
was  conveyed  to  the  station,  ar- 
riving at  three  o'clock.  A  special 
train  was  waiting  for  him,  and 
when  he  had  ascended  the  plat- 
form of  the  car  he  addressed  the 
students  as  follows : 

"I  truly  rejoice  that  my  broth- 
er, the  German  Emperor,  has  sent 
me  to  America  now  that  I  have 
had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Bryn 
Mawr  College.  I  shall  return  to 
my  own  country  with  a  heart  full 
of  ambition  to  establish  there  an 
institution  in  which  the  Gretch- 
ens  of  Germany  may  become 
filled  with  such  goodness,  wis- 
dom and  beauty  as  characterizes 
the  students  of  your  most  re- 
markable college." 

The    Prince    reached    Broad 


Street  Station  at  3.30,  from 
whence  he  will  take  a  special 
train  to  New  York. 

E.  K.  P.,  '02. 


Porto  Rico. 

On  Saturday,  February  15th, 
Mr.  Martin  G.  Brumbaugh,  of 
the  University  of  Pennsylvania, 
spoke  before  the  Graduate  Club 
on  "Education  in  Porto  Rico." 
The  address  was  instructive  and 
highly  entertaining.  Mr.  Brum- 
baugh was  the  first  Commission- 
er of  Schools  in  Porto  Rico  and, 
besides  knowing  all  the  details 
of  the  introduction  of  schools 
into  the  island,  he  has  much 
knowledge  of  the  social  and  eco- 
nomic conditions  that  exist  there, 
as  well  as  a  vast  number  of  tales, 
both  amusing  and  pathetic,  of 
what  he  has  seen  and  heard  in 
Porto  Rico. 

The  island  has  a  typical  south- 
ern climate — it  is  always  warm 
and  it  rains  every  day.  Indeed, 
the  climate  by  its  great  regular- 
ity presents  a  strange  contrast  to 
the  habits  of  the  people.  If  a 
Porto  Rican  keeps  an  appoint- 
ment within  four  hours  of  the 
time  set  he  thinks  himself  punc- 
tual— in  fact,  he  even  prides  him- 
self upon  having"  kept  it  at  all. 
The  motto  of  the  people  is — 
Never  do  to-day  what  can  be  put 
off  till  to-morrozv.  The  teach- 
ers ooened  and  closed  the  schools 
(that  is,  they  sent  the  children 
home  as  there  were  no  separate 
school  buildings)  at  anv  hour 
that  they  chose — they  had  no 
clocks  and  could  not  be  expected 
to  know  the  time!     The  United 
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States  government  has  supplied 
them  with  clocks,  with  books, 
with  teachers  and  with  schools. 

The  natives  take  very  kindly 
to  the  Americans  and  their  im- 
provements. In  one  village, 
which  had  been  almost  destroyed 
by  a  cyclone,  the  people  were 
asked  what  they  desired  most. 
The  answer  was  prompt  and 
unanimous,  "A  school,  a  teacher 
of  the  English  language,  and 
money  to  rebuild  our  Church." 
And  so,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that 
the  Porto  Rican  likes  to  take  his 
time  and  "sit  around,"  and  that 
he  loves  to  eat  and  never  loses 
an  opportunity  to  do  so,  he  is 
still  not  without  ambition,  and  is 
ready  and  anxious  to  "get  an 
education"  if  one  is  offered  him. 

In  their  industrial  pursuits  the 
Porto  Ricans  have  no  idea  of  co- 
operation. By  taxing  their  ener- 
gies to  the  utmost  they  produced 
last  year  fifty  Panama  hats  for 
Dunlap  to  meet  an  order  for  six 
thousand.  Mr.  Brumbaugh 
asked  a  wicker-chair  maker  how 
many  chairs  he  could  furnish  for 
a  schoolhouse.  After  due  con- 
sideration the  chair-maker  an- 
swered that  he  thought  he  could 
make  two.  Each  man  works 
alone,  aided  only  by  his  family. 

In  the  society  of  the  upper 
classes  the  strict  conventionali- 
ties of  Spain  are  still  in  force. 
No  unmarried  woman  may  go  on 
the  street  unattended,  and  she 
may  never  speak  to  a  man  with- 
out the  presence  of  a  third  per- 
son, except  on  Sunday  evenings. 
Then  the  whole  population  turn 
out  to  promenade  on  the  plaza, 


and  the  young  men  and  women 
have  two  hours  of  unalloyed  bliss 
while  their  patient  duennas  sit 
by  in  easy  chairs  and  watch  the 
gay  crowd  stream  to  and  fro. 

Since  Porto  Rico  has  become 
a  possession  of  the  United  States 
there  have  been  many  improve- 
ments in  government,  roads  and 
schools.  Especially  important 
also  is  the  improved  condition  of 
the  lowest  classes,  who,  at  the 
suggestion  of  the  Americans, 
have  cleaned  their  filthy  huts  and 
have  in  some  cases  even  culti- 
vated small  gardens.  It  is  to  be 
noted  that  all  public  improve- 
ments have  been  paid  from  the 
revenues  of  the  island,  and  so 
far  Porto  Rico  has  cost  the 
United  States  nothing  but  her 
purchase  money. 

G.  L.  J.,  'oo. 


A  Ballade  of  Wasted  Time. 

When  that  to  College  erst  I  came 
My  maiden  aunts  in  anxious 
wise 
Who  look  to  me  for  early  fame, 
Besought  me  not  to  strain  my 
eyes, 
Lest  jealous  of  my  youth  that 
flies 
And  greedy  of  the  lore  I  taste 
Learning   above   my   health   I'd 
prize. — 
They  little  know  the  hours  I 
waste. 

And  friends  mature  in  years  who 

blame 
My  College-going  enterprise, 
Warn  me  of  study's  power  to 

maim 
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A  proper  interest  in  pies. 
And  e'en  the  friends  who  sym- 
pathize, 
Whose  school  days  knew  too 
much  of  haste, 
Relaxing  pastimes  all  advise. — 
They  little  know  the  hours  I 
waste. 

Athletic    classmates    who    pro- 
claim 
The  benefits  of  exercise, 
They  fill  my  heart  with  secret 
shame ; 
From  them  the  truth  I  must 
disguise, 
How  wretched  ballades  I  devise, 
With    labor    grievously    mis- 
placed, 
They    Master    Villon's    art    de- 
spise, 
They  must  not  know  the  hours 
I  waste. 

M.  E.  T.,  '04. 


Tale  of  the  Well-bred  Young 
Lady  Carrying  a  Coal-hod. 

Know  then,  ruler  of  all  na- 
tions, that  in  that  far  distant 
land  I  have  heard  many  strange 
tales,  but  none  more  remarkable 
than  that  I  am  about  to  relate. 

On  Saturday  afternoon  a  hand- 
some, well-dressed  young  man  of 
good  fortune,  named  Henry 
Hawkins,  stood  in  the  station  at 
Boston  awaiting  his  train. 
Among  the  people  about  him 
likewise  employed  he  soon  no- 
ticed the  tall,  aristocratic  figure 
of  a  young  woman,  who  stood 
with  her  back  towards  him.  She 
happened  to  turn  her  head  sud- 
denlv   and   disclosed   a   face   of 


such  marvelous  beauty,  stamped 
withal  with  such  an  expression 
of  high-breeding  that  Henry's 
interest  was  immediately  aroused. 
What  was  his  surprise,  when  the 
train  pulled  in,  to  see  the  young 
lady  pick  up  a  large  brass  coal- 
hod  which  before  had  been  hid- 
den by  her  gown,  and,  bending 
under  her  heavy  burden,  hurry 
towards  the  train.  Henry's  na- 
tive chivalry  was  immediately 
aroused;  he  rushed  after  her, 
and,  raising  his  hat,  begged  to  be 
allowed  to  carry  the  coal-hod. 
Without  speaking,  the  lady  shook 
her  head,  but  bent  upon  him  a 
look  of  such  gratitude  and  also 
of  such  sadness  that  at  once  a 
shaft  of  curiosity,  pity  and  love 
pierced  the  young  man's  suscep- 
tible heart.  He  procured  a  seat 
near  the  lady's  in  the  train,  from 
which  he  could  watch  her  during 
the  whole  journey  to  New  York, 
besides  having  a  chance  to  exam- 
ine the  coal-hod,  which  she  had 
deposited  on  the  floor  beside  her. 
It  was  quite  large,  of  shining 
brass,  and  differed  only  from  or- 
dinary ones  of  the  same  kind  in 
that  it  had  a  lid  which  completely 
covered  the  top  and  that  part 
through  which  the  coal  is  ordi- 
narily poured.  In  this  top  was 
a  large  bowlike  indenture. 

It  was  night  when  the  train  ar- 
rived at  New  York.  Henry  had 
not  intended  to  stop  there,  but 
seeing  the  young  lady  rise  and 
pick  up  her  coal-hod  preparatory 
to  departure,  he  suddenly 
changed  his  mind.  Indeed,  so 
hastily  did  he  follow  her  swiftly- 
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retreating  figure  that  he  left  be- 
hind him  in  the  train  his  travel- 
ing-bag, his  overcoat  and  even 
his  hat  With  all  his  haste,  how- 
ever, he  lost  sight  of  her  in  the 
crowd  in  the  station,  and  only 
when  he  emerged  into  the  street 
did  he  see  her  again.  What  was 
his  horror  to  behold  her  just  be- 
ing rescued  insensible  from  be- 
neath the  feet  of  a  pair  of  horses. 
The  coal-hod  had  slipped  from 
her  grasp  and  was  roiling  in  the 
mud.  Henry  leaped  forward, 
but  too  late  to  do  more  than  pick 
up  the  coal-hod;  the  young  lady 
was  put  into  a  carriage  and 
whisked  away. 

After  his  excitement  had  some- 
what subsided,  Henry  found 
himself  in  somewhat  of  a  dilem- 
ma, standing  bare-headed  and 
coatless  on  a  windy  street-corner 
of  an  unknown  city.  His  case 
was  the  more  desperate  in  that 
he  soon  discovered  that  he  had 
left  his  purse  in  his  traveling-bag 
in  the  train.  However,  being  of 
a  philosophic  temperament,  he 
settled  himself  on  a  doorstep  and, 
reclining  comfortably  against  the 
coal-hod,  thus  spent  the  night. 

In  the  early  morning,  just  as  he 
was  about  to  leave  his  shelter,  a 
carriage  drove  rapidly  past.  Sud- 
denly the  door  was  burst  open 
and,  without  waiting  for  the  car- 
riage to  stop,  who  should  leap 
out  and  rush  toward  him  but 
the  young  lady  herself,  apparent- 
ly uninjured.  She  paid  no  heed 
to  Henry,  but  rushed  imme- 
diately toward  the  coal-hod, 
which  she  lifted  in  her  arms  and 
prepared  to  carry  to  the  carriage. 


On  perceiving  Henry  she  greet- 
ed him  with  great  warmth,  yet 
still  with  the  best  possible  breed- 
ing, and  then  asked  him  to  enter 
the  carriage  with  her.  In  the 
ensuing  conversation,  she  ex- 
plained how  she  had  not  been  the 
least  hurt  the  evening  before, 
and  how  she  had  spent  the  whole 
night  in  vain  search  for  the  coal- 
hod,  and  then  thanked  him  with 
tears  in  her  eyes  for  his  noble 
rescue  of  it.  So  beautiful  did 
she  look  that  Henry  could  re- 
strain his  feelings  no  longer  but, 
seizing  her  hand,  told  her  of  his 
undying  love  and  devotion.  She 
was  very  much  moved,  and  at 
first  refused  to  allow  him  to 
speak ;  then  she  seemed  to  hesi- 
tate and  at  last  said:  "Do  you 
love  me  enough  to  undergo  the 
greatest  of  possible  trials?" 
Henry  answered  enthusiastically 
in  the  affirmative,  and  with  a  look 
of  hope  and  joy  on  her  beautiful 
face,  she  ordered  the  coachman 
to  drive  home. 

The  carriage  drew  up  before 
a  magnificent  house  on  Fifth 
avenue.  The  door  was  opened 
by  a  stately  butler,  who  bowed 
low  to  the  young  lady.  She,  still 
bearing  the  coal-hod,  led  the  be- 
wildered Henry  through  a  long 
suite  of  gorgeously-furnished 
apartments,  till  at  length  they 
found  themselves  in  a  small  but 
elegant  boudoir.  Then  she  sank 
upon  a  couch  and  burst  into 
tears.  At  length  she  recovered 
and  gazing  at  Henry  with  love 
and  terror  in  her  eyes,  spoke  as 
follows : 

My  father  was   a  very    rich 
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and  good  man,  whose  only  fault 
was  an  inordinate  interest  in 
bona.,  and  explosives.  Many- 
kinds  of  these  he  invented  and 
made  himself;  and  though  he 
narrowly  escaped  destruction 
from  explosion  many  times,  his 
death,  which  occurred  two  years 
ago,  was  a  natural  one.  The 
night  that  he  died  he  called  me  to 
his  bedside;  this  coal-hod  stood 
on  the  floor  beside  him.  In  a 
feeble  voice  he  spoke  thus  :  "My 
daughter,  I  am  about  to  leave  you 
alone,  a  great  heiress.  Many 
men  will  sue  for  your  hand, 
many  attracted  merely  by  your 
wealth.  This  coal-hod  I  leave 
for  you  as  the  great  test ;  who- 
ever becomes  your  husband  must 
first  dare  to  open  this  and  un- 
dergo the  result.  He  must  be  a 
brave  man,  and  must  love  you 
truly.  Promise  that  you  will 
obey  me,  and  will  guard  this 
coal-hod  as  your  very  life."  I 
promised  and  soon  after  he  died. 
Since  then  it  has  never  for  one 
moment  left  my  side  until  last 
night.  As  my  father  foretold,  I 
have  had  many  suitors ;  but  as 
yet  no  one  has  loved  me  for  my- 
self alone,  no  one  has  dared  to 
undergo  the  test." 

She  stopped  suddenly;  Hen- 
ry's heart  stood  still.  For  one 
brief  moment  he  wavered;  then 
a  glance  at  that  beautiful  tear- 
stained  face  determined  him. 
Seizing  a  poker  from  the  fire- 
place he  advanced  manfully  to- 
ward the  coal-hod  and  proceeded 
to  pry  off  the  lid.  There  was  no 
burst  of  flame,  no  deafening  ex- 


plosion; the  poker  fell  from 
Henry's  hand  in  his  amazement. 
The  coal-hod  contained  nothing 
but — coal. 

On  a  handsome  onyx  table  in 
the  gorgeous  mansion  of  Mr. 
Hawkins,  on  Fifth  avenue,  stands 
to-day  a  brass  coal-hod,  wreathed 
in  orchids  and  flowering  vines. 
Strangers  naturally  gaze  at  it 
with  surprise  and  ask  its  story; 
on  such  occasions  Mr.  Hawkins 
glances  at  his  wife,  who  smiles 
and  blushes  while  he  proceeds  to 
narrate,  as  I  have  done  to  you, 
O  most  patient  of  all  sovereigns, 
the  tales  of  the  Well-bred  Young 
Lady  Carrrying  a  Coal-hod." 
G.  L.  M.,  '03. 


3K«      t*Coie<t       h*riz\Y 
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A  Warning. 

It  seems  unwise  to  attend  lec- 
tures and  hear  "Feudalism"  and 
"Medievalism"  expressed  in 
scientific  descriptions  and  spirit- 
depressing  definitions,  when  you 
know  and  I  know  that  we  might 
learn  by  individual  observation, 
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what  we  are  trying  to  acquire 
from  records  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
Dog-life  in  Madagascar,  dog-life 
in  Honolulu,  dog-life  on  the 
campus,  is  mediaeval.  Feudal 
lords  and  serfs  and  feudal  sys- 
tems we  find  in  dogdom.  He  is 
counted  a  big-dog  or  lord  who 
can  best  snatch  away  another's 
share  of  table-crumbs  while 
defending  his  own;  he  a  small- 
dog  or  serf  who  cannot  protect 
his  own  small  horde  of  bones 
from  the  rapacious  marauder. 
Then  too  there  is  the  dog-min- 
strel or  jongleur.  He,  with  mel- 
odious voice,  sings  the  achieve- 
ments of  Growler  the  Ratter,  or 
Yowler  of  the  Bloody  Tooth  and 
makes  merriment  for  the  par- 
takers of  a  feast  of  rabbits  or 
birds, — otherwise  rats.  So  the 
student  of  dog-customs  finds  that 
in  every  side,  at  home  or  in  battle, 
they  are  mediaeval.  Any  one  who 
has  seen  two  large  black  Pillars- 
of-the-Church-and-State  fighting 
over  a  deceased  cat  while  about 
them  rages  a  minor  battle  of 
smaller  dogs,  knows  that  this  is 
the  warfare  of  feudal  chiefs  and 
their  vassals. 

We  may  draw  a  like  parallel  to 
medisevalism  in  their  behavior  of 
dogs  against  their  common  en- 
emy— cats.  For  years  they  have 
been  carrying  on  anti-feline  cru- 
sades. Various  organizations 
have  arisen  such  as  the  Dogs  of 
Malta,  whose  object  is  to  make 
the  Maltese  cross,  and  all  such 
bodies  have  their  ackowledged 
leaders.  Who  knows  that  some- 
time when  these  leaders  have 
risen  pre-eminent  over  their  fel- 


lows, they  may  not  establish  mon- 
archies, cultivate  commerce  (bone 
commerce,  of  course),  and  finally, 
in  the  progression  of  literature 
and  learning  complete  our  his- 
torical analogy  by  attaining  the 
point,  then  long  past,  of  nine- 
teenth century  civilization! 

G.  F.  W.,  '04. 


A  Sequel  to  the  Adventures  of 
Baron  Munchausen. 

At  the  City  of  London,  Eng- 
land. 

We,  the  undersigned,  as  true 
believers  in  the  profit,  do  most 
solemnly  affirm,  that  all  the  ad- 
ventures of  our  friend,  Baron 
Munchausen,  in  whatever  coun- 
try they  may  lie,  are  positive  and 
simple  facts.  And,  as  we  have 
been  believed,  whose  adventures 
are  tenfold  more  wonderful,  so 
do  we  hope  all  true  believers  will 
give  him  their  full  faith  and 
credence. 

Gulliver,  f 
Sinbad.  f 
Aladdin,  f 

Sworn  at  the  Mansion  House, 
9th  Jan.  last  in  the  absence  of  the 
Lord  Mayor. 

John  (the  Porter). 

(The  Baron  is  supposed  to  relate 
these  adventures  to  his  friends  over 
a  bottle.) 

Since  my  last  journey  to  the 
Polar  regions  on  the  back  of  the 
eagle  which  carried  me  away 
from  Margate,  had  been  accom- 
panied with  so  much  discomfi- 
ture and  I  had  so  often  barely 
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escaped  most  horrible  deaths,  I 
decided  to  undertake  my  next 
journey  on  the  steam  car  which 
the  President  of  the  United 
States  had  placed  at  my  disposal 
whenever  I  chose  to  visit  his  do- 
mains. Knowing  my  reputation 
for  veracity  and  power  of  accu- 
rate description  he  had  urged  me 
to  do  this  as  a  benefit  to  the 
country. 

I  started  from  Florida  and 
after  journeying  Northward  sev- 
eral days  and  nights  at  the  rate 
of  two  hundred  miles  an  hour, 
the  car  was  brought  to  a  sudden 
standstill.  I  looked  out  of  the 
window  and  found  that  snow 
flakes  as  large  as  sea-gulls  were 
falling  thick  and  fast,  and  al- 
ready had  collected  in  such  drifts 
as  to  block  the  progress  of  the 
train.  Accompanied  by  my  faith- 
ful servitors,  Gog  and  Magog,  I 
started  out  on  foot.  Very  soon 
the  snow  became  so  deep  that  it 
reached  my  neck  and  I  was 
obliged  to  mount  on  the  shoul- 
ders of  Gog  and  Magog,  putting 
one  foot  on  the  shoulder  of  each 
in  order  to  distribute  my  weight 
equally.  It  now  grew  very  dark 
and  we  began  to  seek  a  place  of 
shelter  for  the  night.  At  last  in 
the  distance  I  saw  lights,  and  di- 
recting Gog  and  Magog  to  go  in 
that  direction,  I  discovered  what 
seemed  to  me  an  enormous  crys- 
tal maze.  I  now  felt  that  I  had 
reached  Terra  Firma,  descended 
from  my  dizzy  elevation  and  be- 
gan to  explore  the  passages  that 
opened  out  in  every  direction. 
To  my  amazement  I  found  them 


empty  and  the  floors  covered  with 
snow ;  at  last  I  found  a  bench  and 
being  thoroughly  exhausted  I  lay 
down  to  sleep.  During  all  the 
night,  the  roaring  of  the  winds 
and  the  crashing  of  ice  conspired 
to  make  a  scene  most  awful  and 
tremendous,  but  notwithstanding 
this,  .my  fatigue  was  so  great  that 
I  was  insensible  to  the  danger  to 
which  I  was  exposed. 

When  I  awoke  in  the  morning 
I  found  that  what  I  had  taken  for 
a  crystal  maze  was  a  grove  sur- 
rounding a  young  ladies'  college. 
During  the  storm  these  trees  had 
become  entirely  encased  in  ice 
which  stood  several  feet  thick  on 
the  branches  and  they  were  bent 
down  to  the  ground  under  the 
stupendous  weight.  Issuing  from 
an  archway  in  the  distance  I  was 
petrified  (as  who  would  not  be?) 
to  behold  a  procession  of  young 
ladies,  their  beautiful  faces  dewy 
with  tears.  Hastily  leaning  Gog 
and  Magog  up  behind  Taylor 
Tower  that  their  enormous  size 
might  not  attract  attention  and 
cause  alarm,  I  set  myself  to  find 
the  cause  of  their  distress,  and 
found  that  their  tender  hearts 
were  touched  by  the  destruction 
that  threatened  their  trees. 

I  felt  that  I  could  not  lose  this 
opportunity  of  offering  what  as- 
sistance I  could  to  the  fair  sex 
and  bade  Gog  and  Magog  break 
away  the  ice  that  encrusted  the 
trees.  This  they  did  with  great 
speed  and  the  laden  boughs 
sprang  back  into  position.  I  di- 
rected them  to  pick  up  the 
branches  which  had  already  been 
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broken  off  and  glue  them  in 
place  with  the  natural  sap  of  the 
trees.  In  a  few  hours  they  were 
as  good  as  new. 

The  looks  of  joy  and  admira- 
tion that  spread  over  the  counte- 
nances of  the  lovely  girls  cannot 
possibly  be  imagined.  The  presi- 
dent of  the  college  received  me 
with  every  honor  and  politeness, 
at  the  same  time  entreating  me 
to  accept  the  presidency  of  the 
college  as  a  reward  for  my  great 
services.  All  the  officers  of  the 
student  body  were  very  polite 
and  paid  me  every  applause  and 
congratulation  my  exploits  could 
merit  and  also  added  their  per- 
suasions that  I  should  accept  the 
presidency  of  the  college.  But 
in  spite  of  the  alluring  possibili- 
ties of  such  a  position,  I  was 
obliged  to  refuse  for  I  had  still 
many  projects  for  the  benefit  of 
the  human  race  which  would  for- 
bid my  residence  for  any  length 
of  time  in  any  one  place.  The 
president  of  the  undergraduates 
thanked  me  for  my  propriety  and 
discernment  and  offered  to  con- 
duct me  personally  through  the 
college  buildings. 

So  charmed  was  I  with  the  hos- 
pitality and  courtesy  which  had 
been  shown  me,  that,  before  leav- 
ing, I  presented  the  college  with 
a  complete  account  of  my  travels 
and  investigations  on  the  moon, 
some  three  hundred  volumes  in 
all,  containing  life-size  photo- 
graphs of  all  the  curious  phe- 
nomena which  I  had  observed.  I 
then  beckoned  to  Gog  and  Ma- 
gog, who  had,  in  the  meantime, 


been  engaged  in  putting  the  clock 
on  the  tower  in  order,  and  fol- 
lowed by  the  gratitude  and  accla- 
mations of  the  whole  college  I 
set  out  for  Philadelphia.  From 
this  place  I  was  going  to  open  up 
a  canal  to  San  Francisco  to  pro- 
vide a  waterway  to  the  South  Sea 
Islands. 


Ok!    \iSTen  -fo  "VWe  Tbatvt1 

On  the  Trail  of  the  Cow. 

Jacky  was  six.  He  had  long 
since  arrived  at  the  dignity  of  a 
diminutive  pair  of  trousers,  of 
which  the  pockets  were  the  most 
noticeable  feature — these  were 
invariably  puffed  out  by  Jacky's 
small  fists.  The  summer  that 
Jacky  was  six,  farm  life  devel- 
oped for  him  an  all-absorbing 
fascination.  He  was  always  fall- 
ing out  of  hay  lofts,  getting 
into  watering  troughs — "I  were 
just  drinking,"  he  would  say 
when  rescued, — strutting  about 
with  a  mammoth  wheelbarrow  or 
listening  reverently  to  long  and 
learned  dissertations  on  "hosses." 
He  even  became  past  master  of 
the  art  of  riding,  for  it  was  no 
light  matter,  Jacky  would  have 
told  you,  to  sit  upon  a  great  back 
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that  was  to  you  as  of  an  ele- 
phant and  be  blown  up  and 
down  like  a  feather.  I  regret  to 
say  that  although  Jacky  always 
galloped  very  proudly  forth,  his 
stubby  little  legs  sticking  out  at 
right  angles,  and  his  fluffy  head 
held  high,  he  would  frequently 
reappear  within  a  few  minutes, 
purple  with  his  efforts  to  get  the 
better  of  his  steed,  and  protesting 
tearfully  that  "the  nasty  thing 
w-would  come  back! 

But  Jacky's  real  sphere  was  the 
family  cow.  The  pride  and  exul- 
tation with  which  he  undertook 
the  escort  of  that  ambling  person- 
age to  her  pasture,  a  half  mile 
away,  was  very  apparent ;  but  the 
trials  and  difficulties  that  through 
the  personal  character  of  that 
cow  beset  him  on  the  way,  were, 
I  think,  only  partially  guessed. 
Sometimes  we  would  pass  them 
in  the  road;  and  on  those  occa- 
sions it  must  be  said  Jacky  was 
more  often  sitting  wearily  by  the 
roadside,  all  expostulation  and 
threat  having  been  insufficient  to 
lure  the  cow  from  her  retreat  in  a 
thicket  some  yards  away,  or  from 
her  leisurely  progress  up  a  way- 
side brook. 

One  afternoon  as  we  drove 
home  in  the  early  twilight,  we 
passed  a  cow.  She  was  hurrying 
along  at  rather  an  unseemly  pace 
for  a  person  of  her  respectable 
habits,  and  she  looked  decidedly 
ruffled.  Yet  after  all  there  was 
not  much  in  her  appearance  to 
excite  suspicion;  and  we  rattled 


cheerfully  by,  just  in  time  to  see 
her  take  a  side  turn  and  plunge 
into  a  neighboring  field.  Fifteen 
minutes  later  a  small,  very  vehe- 
ment figure  came  pelting  and 
panting  and  sobbing  up  the  drive- 
way. 

"D-darn    you,"     he     shouted, 

chokingly,  "ivhy  didn't  you  stop 

that  cow!"  and  crumpled  into  a 

miserable  little  heap  at  our  feet. 

A.  I.  S.,  '03. 


Again. 

A  fairy  came  to  me  one  day — 
A  lovely  fairy,  too,  was  she, 
And  asked  me  what  my  wish 
would  be 

If  she  could  grant  it  right  away. 

"Oh,  teach  me  how  to  rhyme,"  I 
said, 
"And  with  some  new  ideas  I 

will 
Add  to  the  glory  of  the  Phil 
That  paper  eruditely  read." 

"Alas !"  she  said,  "Unwise  you 
are 
To  ask  a  favor — oh — so  trite — 
As  for  the  ability  to  write 
I've    given    so    much    to    Bryn 
Mawr. 

"Ah  me,"  she  added,  with  a  sigh, 
"Though  hard    you    try,  you 

never  will 
Add  to  the  glory  of  the  Phil. 
If  I  were  you,  I'd  never  try." 
E.  D.  F.,  '03. 
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Matthew  Arnold. 


I've  read  your  paper  o'er  and  o'er 
And  hope  that  I  may  read  some  more — 
Of  sweetness  and  of  Light  I  find 
Your  pages  full.     I'm  quite  inclined 
To  wonder  the  U.  S.  can  bring 
To  culture  such  a  charming  thing. 
Your  pardon,  sir,  I  humbly  crave, 
And  in  this  Land  beyond  the  Grave, 
Regret  my  adverse  Criticism 
And  hatred  for  Philistinism. 

P.  S. 

The    Hellenistic    spirit   is  quite  strong — 

A  good  thing — which   I   trust    you'll    push    along. 

G.  L.  J.,  1900. 
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HSCH6TM    SHIP. 


RTT»c    GR^n 


Collegiate  Terms. 
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Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.   Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


go2  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  SAMUEL 


Formerly  of 
1529  Chestnut  St. 


announces  her  removal  to 

1623  Chestnut 

and  is  now  ready  with  a 
full  assortment  of  V   V 

French  Models 
Hats,  Bonnets  and  Toques, 
Neck   Ruffs   and  Veilings 

New  Department  in  charge  of  MR.  H.  LEVY,  formerly 
with  Madame  Nash 

Ladies'    Tailor-made    Gowns,    Riding 
Habits,  Evening  Wraps     •.•     .••     V     .*. 


Scbrdber  &  Kerr 


W 


I         .-»-»^^^* 


I 

I 

A 

A   Sports  and  Pastimes    <£*  <£  *&  «£*  «£*  & 

A 

A 


ing,  Travelings  Yachting', 
and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 


Ladies*  Tailors 


1529 

CHESTNUT 
STREET 

Philadelphia 


% 


vt> 


<^6€€€€€€€g€gg€$g€€€€ggggC€€€gg€€Cg€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€€<P 


Kodaks 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Optician 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building-,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
Broad  Street  Station 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 

PHiLADELPfilA 


Importers,  Dc  signers 
and  Makers  of 


FURS 


AND 


HATS 

For  Young  Ladies 
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Of 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     ""SJJSSP8- 


DREK4 

Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

12  F  4  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 

are 
the 
daintiest 

Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 

most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman  &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOKS  and — 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices, 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  «"d  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co* 

^s*&3»^-  OPTICIANS 
J010  CHESTNUT    STREET 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh   St. 

Philadelphia 

/\<Clee*s  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  Stmt 


p>ICfUPC§  and 

The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

<£      Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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m  So.  12th  St. 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 

Hair   Dressing: 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBAN1UM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


IV.  H.  RAMSEY 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 

Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

THe  Brp  iwawr  PHarmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    All  kinds 
of  Stationery.     Prescriptions  a   Specialty. 

GOODS  DELIVERED  PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

EyicTwiLSON  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists  in   Fine    Shoe    Repairing   and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundry,  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  daily. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


FENNER'S,  Lancaster  Ave. 

CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .'.      V      .-.      V 

Home-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 

BRINTON  BROS. 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves* 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

Shoe  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  27  Worth  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North  Ninth  St., 
Phila.,  Pa.,  also  39 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


flvil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3943-49  IttarRet  St. 

-PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 


The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 


THE  ROUTE  OF 


The   Pennsylvania 

J      0  0  <    THE    MOST    PERFECT    RAILWAY 

f  fYlft^Q    TRAIN    OF    THIS    PROGRESSIVE 


RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 


New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every   Home    Comfort 


J. 

B. 

HUTCHINSON 

J. 

R 

WOOD 

Gen.  Man 

ager 

Gen.  Pass. 

Ag't. 

GEO. 

w. 

BOYD 

Asst 

.  Gen.  Pass. 

Ag't. 

f? 


P.  N.  Degerberg 


143 1   Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Ladies'  Catlor 


ESTABLISHED    13BO 


BROADBENT  CO. 
«35     flrfefS  and 

Photographers 

HJ5  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 

Portraiture  in  plain  photography,  crayon, 
water  color  or  pastel  from  life  or  by  copy. 
Landscape,  or  interior  work.  Grouping 
indoor  or  in  the  open  air.  Only  the  best 
work  at  reasonable  prices. 

Special  Rates  to  Students 


John  S.  Trower,, 
Caterer  and  Confectioner, 

5706  MAIN  STREET, 
Telephone  Connection.  Germantown,  Phlla. 


...THE... 

BrynMawr  Trust  Co. 

CAPITAL,-   $250,000 

President,  A.  A.  HIRST 

Vice-President,  W.  H.  RAMSEY 
andSeTCfeeaasurer,    JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES 


■18.13L9 


THE 


CANiTIESABESTHORQuI 


%>, 


SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

An  unequaled  combination  of 
comfort  and  economy 


WOMEN'S  CALFSKIN 
BLUCHERS  —  Heavy 
Sole,  Extension  Edge    . 

WOJIEN'S  CALFSKIN 
LACE  BOOT— Dull  Tops, 
Extra  Heavy  Sole,  Ex- 
tension Edge     .... 


$5-oo 

$5.00 


A  fine  assortment  of  Superior  Slippers, 
$3.50  up.  Special  selection  of  orna- 
ments and  trimmings  applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference. 


Cousins 


1226 


Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA,    PA. 
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Editorial. 

The  strenuous  two  weeks  just 
over  have  been  like  Alice's  race 
with  the  Red  Queen.  After  our 
vain  pursuit  of  things  undone, 
Easter  now  finds  us  breathless 
and  giddy,  and  we  seem  to  hear 
the  Red  Queen  remarking : 

"Here,  you  see,  it  takes  all  the 
running  you  can  do  to  keep  in 
the  same  place.  If  you  want  to 
get  somewhere  else  you  must  run 


at  least  twice  as  fast  as  that!" 

Those  athletically-minded  have 
been  winning  laurels  on  the 
parallel  bar,  while  the  swimmers 
brought  an  enthusiastic  audience 
to  see  them  circumnavigate  the 
pool  on  boards.  Judges,  wit- 
nesses and  reporters  are  still  fill- 
ing the  air  with  legal  jargon,  the 
result  of  a  famous  trial.  Musi- 
cal strains  from  the  Glee  Club 
concert  mingle  with  lectures  in 
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French  and  addresses  on  phil- 
osophy, and  in  the  midst  of  all 
Tony  Lumpkin  cracks  his  whip 
on  the  Gym  stage. 

Our  philosopher,  The  Philis- 
tine, sits  back  and  muses,  as  he 
watches  the  motley  panorama. 

"Can  it  be  real?"  he  asks  him- 
self, "Or  are  we  all,  like  Alice, 
only  playing  a  part  in  the  Red 
Kind's  dream?" 


College  Notes. 

On  March  6  M.  Mabilleau  de- 
livered a  lecture  on  Dumas  in 
the  Chapel,  and  on  March  14  M. 
Laroux  delivered  one  on  Daudet. 

On  March  5  a  sermon  was  de- 
livered in  the  Chapel  by  Mr. 
Olmsted,  the  bishop-coadjutor 
of  Colorado. 

Miss  Thomas  reports  that  it  is 
the  unanimous  wish  of  the  un- 
dergraduate representatives  that 
the  present  arrangement  for 
room  drawing  remain  un- 
changed. 

There  are  to  be  several 
changes  in  the  courses  to  be 
given  next  year.  Dr.  Gerrould 
will  offer  a  one-hour  course  in 
Restoration  drama,  and  a  one- 
hour  course  in  essay  work  in 
connection.  Besides  the  usual 
three-hour  course  in  Anglo- 
Saxon,  he  will  offer  a  two-hour 
course  in  Anglo-Saxon  litera- 
ture. Dr.  Tinker  will  offer  a 
one-hour  course  in  Browning 
and  a  one-hour  course  in  essay 
work  in  connection.  Also,  the 
courses  in  General  English  next 
year  will  be  connected  with  the 
essay  work  so  as  to  arrange  for 
less   private   reading   and   more 


essay  writing.  There  is  to  be  a 
new  associate  professor  in  his- 
tory and  in  political  science,  and 
the  minor  and  major  courses  in 
those  subjects,  which  are  now 
offered  in  alternate  years,  will 
be  offered  every  year.  Hence- 
forth students  will  be  obliged  to 
take  the  courses  in  their  regular 
order,  the  advantage  of  this 
scheme  being  that  more  ad- 
vanced work  can  be  done  in  the 
major  course.  Each  professor 
will  give  each  course  for  one 
semester. 

A  mock  trial  was  held  in  the 
Chapel  on  Thursday,  March  13. 
Over  one  hundred  dollars  was 
made  for  the  undergraduate  fund 
for  the  Library  fund. 

The  Easter  vacation  will  be- 
gin on  Thursday,  March  27,  and 
will  end  on  Thursday,  April  3. 

The  annual  swimming  contest 
was  held  on  Wednesday,  March 
12. 


The  Young  Lady  Carrying  a 
Coal  Hod. 

"A  right  fair  story,"  mused 
the  Caliph.  "Ah,  youth!  happy 
period  of  joy  and  confidence. 
How  like  thou  art  to  my  al-Shaz- 
zah  which  bestoweth  of  its  own 
roseate  hue  to  all  that  approach- 
eth  it.  Maiden,  thou  hast  won. 
Let  the  Imam  be  summoned." 

At  these  words  a  sound,  like 
unto  the  voices  of  many  birds  as 
they  strive  together  at  dawn, 
rose  from  the  remaining  maidens, 
and  one  of  them,  a  magnificent 
houri,  clad  in  a  rose-colored  fal- 
lallah,  with  a  golden  Ashurb- 
anipal  adorning  her  wine  dark 
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tresses,  cast  herself  at  the  Sul- 
tan's feet. 

"Commander  of  the  Faithful," 
sobbed  she,  "regard  not  yonder 
deceitful  Khan  Li.  Do  but  in- 
cline thine  ear  to  me,  Cellador, 
the  most  devoted  of  thy  slaves, 
for  I,  and  only  I,  learned  the 
true  story  of  the  young  lady 
carrying  a  coal-hod  during  my 
sojourn  among  the  Gaiours. 

At  the  touch  of  her  hands  the 
Sultan  had  started,  and  removed 
his  eyes  from  the  divine  Khan  Li. 
The  beauty  and  distress  of  the 
fair  supplicant  at  his  feet  won 
his  fickle  heart.  Graciously  rais- 
ing her  and  drawing  a  ring  from 
his  finger,  he  said: 

"Speak,  maiden,  but  winner  or 
not,  first  accept  this  ring  for  the 
sake  of  thy  glorious  eyes." 

Cellador,  with  a  glance  of  tri- 
umph at  the  discomfitted  Khan 
Li,  and  a  glance  of  anticipated 
victory  at  her  other  companions, 
began  her  tale  as  follows :  " 

ANOTHER    TALE,    O 
PRINCE. 

A  simple  one,  but  sad,  of  how 
the  well-bred  young  lady  hap- 
pened to  be  carrying  a  coal-hod 
is  known  to  me.     So  listen: 

Miss  Dorothy  Rogers  was 
standing  near  her  study  door, 
ringing  violently  for  her  maid. 
Then  suddenly  she  began  look- 
ing back  of  the  portieres,  and 
under  the  furniture,  anxiously 
glancing  about  the  exquisite  lit- 
tle room.  Presently  Jennie  ap- 
peared, capped,  aproned  and 
stolid.    An  outburst  of  questions 


from  Miss  Rogers  greeted  her, 
but  she  showed  little  interest 
even  when  she  began  to  brandish 
around  her  head  a  quaintly 
wrought  pair  of  iron  tongs. 

"Where  is  my  coal-hod?"  she 
was  demanding.  "Do  you  dare 
to  tell  me  that  it  has  utterly  dis- 
appeared, that  you  have  searched 
every  corner  of  the  house?  You 
found  the  front  door  open  ?  You 
are  sure  it  was  stolen?  How 
could  you  let  it  happen  when  you 
knew  I  could  never  replace  it? 
That  will  do !"  As  if  Jennie  and 
not  her  mistress  had  become  ex- 
cited. 

Miss  Rogers  sat  down  at  her 
desk  to  look  at  a  pile  of  unopened 
letters.  She  picked  them  up  ab- 
sent-mindedly and  continued 
gazing  intently  around  the  room. 

It  was  very  plainly  her 
own :  every  inch  of  it  showed 
rarely  cultivated  taste  and  the 
ability  to  gratify  every  artistic 
whim.  However,  it  was  pervaded 
by  a  certain  exact,  punctillious 
air  which  hinted  that  the  owner 
possessed  a  strong  feeling  for 
conventionality  and  a  rather 
haughty,  unbending  spirit. 

Miss  Rogers  tried  to  read  her 
letters,  but  kept  looking  sadly  at 
the  fireplace.  Apparently  to  her 
the  precious  iron  coal-hod  had 
been  the  chief  joy  and  beauty  of 
the  room — and  now  her  life  was 
made  miserable  by  being  there 
without  it.  Finally  she  said  to 
herself  with  determination: 

"I'd  know  it  in  China;  every 
pawn-shop  in  this  great  city  shall 
be  searched  to-morrow — if  I  do 
it  myself." 
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The  next   Saturday  morning 
Miss  Rogers  left  the  doorsteps 
of  the  college  settlement  in  Riv- 
ington  street  and  set  her  pace  for 
the  long  walk  home.     She  shud- 
dered at  the  thought  of  walking 
in  the  city,  but  as  she  had  ordered 
the  carriage  that  morning,  a  sar- 
castic uncle  had  begun  to  tease 
her  about  her  fondness  for  climb- 
ing the  Alps  and  utter  inability 
to  walk  anywhere  else.    The  ban- 
ter ended  in  her  being  "stumped" 
to  walk  all  the  way  from  Riving- 
ton  to  Fifty-second  street,  with 
the  promise  of  a  large  endow- 
ment for  her  favorite  institution 
if  she  should  succeed  in  covering 
the  whole  distance.    As  she  was 
picking  her  way  across  the  en- 
trance to  a  particularly  dark  and 
filthy   alley,   she   stopped   short, 
for  a  few  steps  in  she  spied  a 
muddy  coal-hod.    The  sorrow  of 
losing    her    treasure    was    still 
strong    in    her    mind,    and    she 
jumped  at  the  very  mention  of 
the  name.     The  pawn-shops  and 
other  shops  had  been  diligently 
searched,  but  all  with  no  avail. 
And  from  the  way  she  picked  up 
her   skirts  and  waded   into  the 
alley  it  was  evident  that  she  rec- 
ognized an  old  friend  in  the  bat- 
tered, dirty  specimen  there.     Of 
course  she  knew   it,  no  matter 
how  many  layers  of  mud,  no  mat- 
ter how  dented  and  knocked,  no 
matter  how  decorated  with  un- 
speakable bits  of  orange  and  ba- 
nana skin!     She  hesitated  for  a 
moment,  then  put  out  one  finger 
and  jerked  the  handle.  She  made 
up  her   mind   to  hurry  to   the 
nearest  drug  store  and  telephone 


for  a  cab,  when  suddenly  the 
thought  of  her  vow  presented 
itself.  Walk — carry  that  loath- 
some heavy  coal-hod  from  Riv- 
ington  street  to  Fifty-second? 
Absolutely  out  of  the  question! 
Leave  her  precious  coal-hod  in 
the  mud  or  in  any  careless  store 
where  they  would  not  believe 
her  story ;  at  any  friend's  house ; 
let  it  get  out  of  her  hands  again  ? 
Even  more  impossible!  She 
would  simply  have  to  face  the 
walk  and  the  burden.  Her  face 
was  scarlet  when  she  tugged  at  it 
with  her  dainty  gloves,  wound 
her  handkerchief  around  the  han- 
dle and  started  off. 

The  story  of  her  walk  is  too 
painful  to  be  told.  A  verv  un- 
gallant  body-guard  of  small  boys 
followed  a  few  steps  behind, 
hurling-  stones  and  witticisms  at 
the  poor  cause  of  the  difficultv. 
Dray  drivers  shouted  out  their 
amusement,  women  and  girls 
smiled  broadlv  or  looked  the 
other  way.  Every  few  blocks 
she  had  to  set  it  down  to  rest  and 
she  debated  the  question  over 
again.  But  having  done  this 
several  times  she  decided  that 
she  had  braved  the  difficulties  so 
far  and  would  carry  it  to  the  end. 
When  she  reached  the  avenue, 
fresh  trials  commenced,  ac- 
quaintances began  to  raise  their 
lorgnettes  and  to  lean  out  of  their 
carriages,  she  fancied  to  watch 
her ;  some  gentlemen  kindly  look- 
ed the  other  way,  others  were 
painstakingly  cordial  and  obse- 
quious. She  never  before  real- 
ized the  fiendish,  frightful  length 
of  that  journey.    Many  times  she 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


half  decided  to  give  it  all  up,  but 
then  she  would  nerve  herself  to 
fresh  effort,  look  steadily  at  the 
sidewalk  and  go  on  again.  The 
.whole  thing  was  an  awful  night- 
mare to  the  high-spirited  Miss 
Rogers.  Her  face  had  kept  its 
scarlet  hue  for  many  blocks  and 
had  then  faded  to  a  continuing 
pallor.  At  last,  when  it  seemed 
as  if  she  could  hardly  breathe, 
that  she  would  die  if  she  took 
another  step,  and  yet  feeling  that 
she  had  won  her  spurs  as  a  col- 
lector, practically  risked  her  life 
and  her  dearer  honor  in  the 
cause,  she  stumbled  up  the  steps 
of  her  home. 

It  was  Jennie  who  opened  the 
door — Jennie,  too  excited  and 
bursting  with  news  to  notice  her 
mistress'  strange  burden. 

"Miss  Rogers,  Miss  Rogers," 
she  was  exclaiming.  "Your 
precious  coal-hod  is  found,  is 
found.  It  was  put  with  the  fur- 
niture to  go  to  the  attic,  and 
there  it  has  been,  and  now  it  is 
waiting  for  you  up  in  your  study ; 
go  quick,  ma'am,  and  see  how 
handsome  it  looks  in  its  own  old 
place !" 

The  whole  awful  truth  swept 
over  Miss  Rogers  at  once.  When 
the  layers  of  mud  were  gone  the 
hod  she  had  been  carrying  might 
not  look  so  much  like  her  own 
as  it  did  with  them  on!  She 
pointed  to  it  feebly,  asking  Jen- 
nie to  have  it  removed  instantly, 
and  then  to  please  bring  her 
smelling  salts  and  a  glass  of 
water ! 

And  this — O  Powerful  Prince 
— is  the  ending  of  the  tragedy  of 


the   well-bred  young  lady  seen 
carrying  a  coal-hod. 

L.  P.  A.,  '03. 


Boyd  vs.  McManus. 

On  the  evening  of  March  13  a 
large  and  enthusiastic  body  of 
spectators  appeared  in  the  chapel 
to  witness  the  trial  of  the  case 
enjoined  between  Lydia  Paxton 
Boyd,  plaintiff,  and  Caroline  Es- 
ther McManus,  defendant. 

The  first  sensation  of  the  eve- 
ning was  caused  by  the  appear- 
ance of  the  reporters  in  their 
gallery,  to  the  left  of  the  judges' 
seats.  These,  wonderfully  garbed 
and  labelled  in  large  letters, 
represented  Town  Topics,  the 
North  American,  the  New  York 
Evening  Post,  and  last  but  by  no 
means  least,  our  cherished  Fort- 
nightly Philistine. 

At  the  entrance  of  the  judges 
the  audience  rose  respectfully, — 
that  is,  as  much  of  the  audience 
as  had  been  present  at  rehearsals 
and  knew  it  ought  to  rise — and 
the  proclamation  was  impressive- 
ly made  by  the  clerk,  Miss  Doug- 
las, in  a  rich  Irish  brogue.  Pro- 
ceedings had  been  going  on  but 
a  few  minutes,  when  the  clerk,  in 
stentorian  tones  announced  that 
"all  hats  should  be  removed  in 
the  audience !" 

Then,  fixing  her  glassy  eye  on 
the  corner  where  a  derby  orna- 
mented an  unmistakably  feminine 
head,  he  motioned  to  the  sheriff, 
who  by  means  of  his  baton, 
quickly  removed  the  objection- 
able article  of  wearing  apparel. 
Assistant  Justice  Congden  then 
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proceeded  with  his  interrupted 
task  of  swearing  in  the  jury. 
This  done,  Miss  Rotan,  the  coun- 
sel for  the  plaintiff,  rose  to  make 
her  opening  speech.  This  she 
did  with  such  fire  and  eloquence 
that  the  jury  was  quite  carried 
off  its  feet.  The  cross-examina- 
tion of  witnesses  followed.  Miss 
Lydia  Paxton  Boyd,  the  plain- 
tiff, in  the  course  of  her  evidence 
took  occasion  to  quote  the  follow- 
ing poem,  attributed  to  Words- 
worth, which  we  here  repeat, 
since  it  may  not  be  as  familiar  to 
our  readers  as  it  deserves  to  be : 

ODE   TO   THE   FRISKY   'BUS-HORSE. 

Oh,  frisky,  frisky  'bus-horse 
That  frisketh  o'er  the  lea, 

I   prithee  frisky   'bus-horse 
Come  frisk  a  while  with  me! 

Towards  the  close  of  her 
statement  of  the  facts  in  the 
case,  a  sensation  was  caused  by 
the  entrance  of  the  Dog,  the 
horror  of  whose  ferocious  plastic 
countenance  was  somewhat  off- 
set by  the  size  of  the  chains 
whereby  he  was  fastened.  The 
plaintiff  identified  this  Dog  as  the 
Dog  in  question. 

The  evidence  given  by  Mr. 
Willie  Trotter  Wattson,  Dr.  Cor- 
nelius Quackus  Campbell,  the 
plaintiff's  attendant  physician ; 
Mr.  Mogard,  the  constable  of 
Denbigh,  and  Mrs.  O'Flaharity, 
the  defendant's  washerwoman, 
all  seemed  to  point  towards  the 
guilt  of  the  defendant  in  main- 
taining a  public  nuisance  on  her 
premises. 

Miss  Meigs,  the  lawyer  for  the 
defendant,  then  arose,  and  in  a 
few  calm,  collected  words  spoke 


ably  in  her  client's  behalf.  Mrs. 
McManus  was  then  called  to  the 
witness  stand.  A  deadlock  en- 
sued, because  the  defendant,  de- 
fining herself  as  a  lady,  refused 
to  swear.  Her  scruples  were 
finally  overcome,  however,  the 
oath  was  administered,  and  she 
proceeded  to  give  her  evidence. 
The  three  following  witnesses 
testified  to  the  truth  of  her  state- 
ment that  the  plaintiff  had  tried 
to  steal  her  Dog  Rip — Preserved 
Brayton,  Fairy  Montague  and 
Mrs.  Johnson,  the  Denbigh  col- 
ored cook.  Miss  Dorothy  Dud- 
ley would  undoubtedly  have  done 
the  same,  but  owing  to  the  fact 
that  she  was  a  freshman,  Miss 
Rotan  objected  to  her  being 
sworn,  on  the  ground  that  she 
was  too  young  to  know  the  na- 
ture of  an  oath,  and  the  objec- 
tion was  sustained  by  Chief  Jus- 
tice Ashley. 

A  summary  of  the  evidence  in 
favor  of  each  client  was  then 
given  by  the  counsels.  Miss 
Meigs,  overcome  by  her  own  elo- 
quence, broke  down  at  one  point, 
but  manfully  regained  her  self- 
control  and  proceeded.  Just  be- 
fore the  jury  adjourned,  the 
Dog,  apparently  in  an  uncon- 
trollable passion  at  the  way 
things  were  going,  took  occa- 
sion to  fall  on  his  head  and 
break.  This  fact,  added  to  the 
eloquence  of  the  lawyers  and 
the  wonderful  evidence  of  the 
witnesses,  apparently  upset  the 
jury,  for  in  bringing  in  the  ver- 
dict they  absent-mindedly  forgot 
the  case  in  question  and  decided 
for  the  New  Library  Building, 
a  fine  of  $230,000  to  be  paid  by 
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Mr.  John  D.  Rockefeller  and 
the  cost  of  the  action  to  be  paid 
by  the  trustees  of  the  college. 

The  one  regrettable  incident 
of  the  evening  was  the  discovery 
we  made  and  feel  obliged  to  set 
forth  that  the  jury  had  been 
bribed  by  the  plaintiff.  We  are 
given  to  understand  on  good 
authority  that  the  jury  now 
claims  its  reward  and  the  plain- 
tiff refuses  to  pay.  Forsooth, 
here  is  a  fit  subject  for  another 
trial !  C.  D.  L.,  '03. 


Clipping  from    "  Town    Gos- 
sips." 

The  severity  of  the  Lenten 
season  was  somewhat  relaxed 
on  Thursday  evening,  when  sev- 
eral members  of  the  Smart  Set 
gave  a  Mock  Trial  for  the  ben- 
efit of  the  Library  Fund.  Of 
course,  all  the  elite  were  pres- 
ent, and  I  noted  some  modish 
gowns. 

As  I  have  so  often  said,  in 
originality  or  the  choice  of  some 
particular  period,  such  as  the 
"Pompadour,"  lies  the  shibbo- 
leth of  smart  dressing. 

In  this  Miss  Harriet  Spencer 
was  particularly  successful. 
Coming,  as  she  does,  from  old 
Irish  stock  on  both  sides  of  her 
family,  she  wore  her  rather  ex- 
treme frock  in  a  natural,  unaf- 
fected way.  Her  chapeau  was  a 
triumph  of  the  milliner's  art. 

Hats  will  be  worn  off  the  face 
this  season  and  slightly  to  one 
side. 

Miss  Boyd's  blond  beauty  was 
made  the  most  of,  as  usual,  and 


it  was  evident  that  no  expense 
had  been  spared  on  her  get-up. 
She  wore  a  large  Ramsey  hat 
garni  with  plumes  and  a  most 
summery  blue  chicken  -  feather 
boa  and  chiffon  muff,  built  by 
Maison  Christian  Moore. 

Pearls  borrowed  or  imitation 
are  much  in  favor. 

The  black  evening  gown  which 
has  been  in  evidence  for  the  last 
six  seasons  was  of  course  visi- 
ble on  those  that  don't  know. 

A  distinct  and  most  uncalled- 
for  tendency  toward  mannish 
dress  was  observable  among  the 
climbers.  Of  course,  the  truly 
modish  always  avoid  such  ab- 
surd caricatures. 

Black  and  white  in  combina- 
tion still  holds  its  own. 

Miss  MacManus  would  have 
been  quietly  but  elegantly 
gowned  had  not  a  rather  re- 
markably adjusted  veil  rendered 
her  most  conspicuous. 

Many  of  those  who  were  not 
afraid  to  force  the  season  wore 
their  muslins  and  similar  airy 
confections.  On  one  such  cos- 
tume I  noticed  the  ultra  long- 
waist  effect.  The  collarless  neck 
was  finished  with  simple  pink 
ribbon.  This  is  the  latest  cri 
from  Paris. 

Though  not  exactly  in  my 
realm,  I  couldn't  but  notice  that 
the  much-talked-of  "gold  but- 
tons" have  not  been  adopted  by 
the  modish  men  of  Bryn  Mawr. 
This,  I  think,  is  most  significant. 

Miss  Montague  wore  a  white 
demi-saison  toilette,  with  a  big, 
pink,  flat  hat  of  the  shepherdess 
style  of  last  season. 

Lady  Modish. 
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Joe. 

They  shook  me.  "Wake  up! 
We're  going  to  spear  pickerel. 
Won't  you  come?" 

"Heavens,  no!"  I  yawned. 
"It's  against  the  law." 

"Oh,  you  lazy  creature!"  they 
called,  and  off  they  went,  leav- 
ing me  comfortable  and  happy, 
lying  under  the  Norway  pines 
and  the  starlight,  half  dozing  and 
half  watching  the  moon  stream- 
ing across  the  lake.  Presently  I 
heard  them  pushing  the  boat  off 
the  pebbly  beach,  and  was  about 
to  settle  myself  for  an  undisturb- 
ed nap  when  I  heard  a  clattering 
of  tin  pans  on  the  other  side  of 
the  camp-fire,  I  turned  and  saw 
Joe,  the  old  Frenchman,  clean- 
ing up  the  remains  of  our  supper 
and  looking  himself  like  some 
fire  spirit,  with  his  ruddy,  wrin- 
kled face,  his  small,  glistening 
black  eyes,  and  the  scarlet  ban- 
dana handkerchief  tied  around 
his  waist.  He  had  left  the  cof- 
fee-pot till  the  last,  and — what 
was  the  man  doing?  He  turned 
it  upside  down,  threw  back  his 
head,  slid  the  grounds  into  his 
throat  and  washed  them  down 
with  two  gulps  of  cold  water. 

"Now,"  I  called  to  him,  "you 
swallow  an  egg  and  sit  on  the 
fire,  and  in  time  you  will  have 
some  very  good  coffee." 

He  laughed :  "Mais  oui ;  c'est 
bien !  Every  man  hees  own  cof- 
fee-pot, n'est-ce  pas?" 

"Well,"  I  said,  "it  may  be  all 
right,  but  I  think  I  like  my  cof- 
fee better  in  a  plain  tin  coffee- 
pot.   You  know,  Joe,  you  make 


the  best  coffee  I  have  ever  tasted. 
How  did  you  learn?" 

"In  ze  wintaire  now,  mam'- 
selle,  I  cook  in  a  lumber  camp. 
Would  you  like  know  how  I  am 
so,  what  you  call  it,  stunted?  I 
use't  be  ve'y  tall  young  fellow 
and  ve'y  fine  hunter.  One  day  I 
get  chased  by  a  big  bear.  I  get 
up  a  tree  and  climb  as  far  as  I 
can,  but  ze  bear  climb  up  too, 
and,  by  golly!  I  have  to  joomp 
two  hundre',  tree  hundre'  feet 
and  I  come  down  wit  a  bang, 
and  ever  seence  I  am  ve'y  short 
and  good  only  for  cook.  You 
don'  b'lieve,  mam'selle?  C'est 
vrai.  Ze  lumbermen  fellows 
muss  have  good  coffee,  and  thus 
I  learn  how  to  make  it  so  clear 
an'  strong,  because  t'ey  get  not'- 
ing  else  to  drink  'cept  on  Chris'- 
mas.  T'en  we  drink  all  we  like 
and  have  one  gay  old  hot  time." 

Suddenly  something  seemed  to 
amuse  him.  I  could  hear  him 
giggling  on  his  side  of  the  fire. 
I  wondered  aloud  what  the  joke 
was. 

"By  gee!  c'est  drole!  M'sieu 
vo'  pere,  gimme  two  bottles  of 
ve'y  fine  claret  las'  week.  He 
tole  me  to  drink  'em  at  Chris'- 
mas,  et  mon  Dieu!  He!  He! 
It  was  Chris'mas  ze  ve'y  same 
night.  Maybe  you  like  watch  me 
make  coffee  some  time,  hein?" 

"Make  some  now,"  I  begged, 
"and  I  will  see  that  you  get  some 
more  Christmas  presents.  I 
must  keep  awake  till  those  ener- 
getic people  come  back.  I  hope 
they've  had  luck." 

K.  D.,  '04. 
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The  Swimming  Contest. 

The  annual  swimming  contest 
was  held  in  the  gymnasium  pool 
on  Wednesday  afternoon,  March 
12.  The  first  race  was  a  straight 
swim,  Miss  A.  Kidder,  Miss  F. 

E.  Mason  and  Miss  E.  McCor- 
mick,  the  contestants.  For  the 
swimming-on-back  race,  were 
Miss  A.  Kidder  and  Miss  E. 
McCormick.  Miss  McCormick 
won  the  first  two  races.  Miss 
M.  Jenkins  was  the  winner  of 
the  race  riding  on  boards,  sin- 
gles. The  contestants  were  Miss 
Gignoux,  Miss  Jenkins  and  Miss 

F.  E.  Mards.  Miss  E.  Gignoux 
and  Miss  M.  Jenkins  won  the 
last  two  races  riding  on  boards, 
double,  and  the  paddle  and  pul- 
ley race.  Miss  McCormick  and 
Miss  D.  Dudley,  in  the  race  rid- 
ing on  boards,  double,  strove  so 
hard  to  beat  that  they  were  over- 
turned by  their  efforts  many 
times  before  reaching  the  goal. 
Miss  Follansbee  and  Miss  Kid- 
der were  beaten  in  the  paddle' 
and  pulley  race  in  spite  of  their 
praiseworthy  efforts.  The  swim- 
ming contest  was  a  great  suc- 
cess and  showed  the  value  of 
having  a  fine  pool  in  the  gym- 
nasium. 


A  Plea  for  Immortality  from 
the  Trophy  Club. 

It  is  in  keeping  with  the  spirit 
of  the  time  that  at  the  mature  age 
of  seventeen  Bryn  Mawr  Col- 
lege should  look  into  herself, 
realize  her  own  importance  and 
demand  that   it   be   recognized! 


No  longer  "new  to  earth  and 
sky,"  she  has  indeed  grown,  and 
even  so  far  "gathered  much," 
which  she  would  have  preserved. 
Her  idea  is,  moreover,  disin- 
terested. "Why,"  reflects  this 
sagacious  parent,  "should  I  not 
assist  future  generations  by  pre- 
serving those  relics  of  my  infant 
years,  those  memorials  of  my 
youthful  development,  which  in 
time  they  will  most  certainly  de- 
sire to  have?  For  I  cannot  con- 
ceal from  myself, — nor  indeed 
has  it  ever  been  my  wish  to  con- 
ceal,— that  I  am  a  power,  that  I 
have  a  value !"  And  with  all 
this  sense  of  responsibility,  with 
all  this  dignity  of  importance,  a 
tenderer  feeling  mingles  itself. 
"It  is  for  so  short  a  time  that  my 
daughters  are  with  me,"  she 
sighs.  "Year  after  year  they  go 
out  from  me,  and  while  they  are 
never  estranged,  and  while  I 
would  not  bid  them  stay,  I  am 
yet  every  year  lonelier  by  the 
loss  of  one  more  class.  Will 
they  not  leave  me  something  that 
will  speak  to  me  of  them  in  their 
own  voices, — something  that  I 
may  point  to  when  I  would  tell 
the  newcomer  of  these,  her  ear- 
lier sisters?" 

Out  of  such  sentiment  has 
grown  up  the  organization 
which  appeals  to-day  for  aid  to 
all  Bryn  Mawrtyrs,  past  and 
present, — and  it  is  significant 
that  the  inspiration  came  from  a 
class  that  belongs  yet  to  the 
present, — but  two  years  old  as  it 
is  in  alumnae  experience. 

"The     Trophy     Club,"  —  the 
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name  speaks  for  itself, — exists ; 
exists  solemnly,  with  a  Consti- 
tution, with  Officers,  with  a 
Quorum!  It  takes  itself  se- 
riously, and  regards  as  somewhat 
hallowed  ground  that  end  of  the 
corridor  in  Pembroke  East 
where  photographs  are  hung 
about  the  case  which  contains 
the  treasures  already  collected. 
And  in  turn  it  has  been  seriously 
considered  and  received  with 
kindness  and  enthusiasm  by  all 
those  to  whom  it  has  so  far  ap- 
plied. The  earliest  classes,  wise- 
ly sought  in  good  time,  before 
age  has  dimmed  the  sight  or 
weakened  the  memory,  have  gra- 
ciously racked  their  brains  and 
turned  over  the  ancient  pages  of 
Memorabilia  Books,  —  those 
storehouses  of  treasure  in  the 
ante-PniLiSTiNE  days.  Many 
have  contributed  relics  from 
which  they  never  thought  to 
part, — and  which  they  never 
would  have  relinquished  had  the 
demand  come  from  another  than 
Alma  Mater. 

So  we  have,  with  only  a  few 
exceptions,  a  lantern  from  every 
class  as  yet, — from  the  time  of 
the  very  first  presentation  in  the 
autumn  of  '86, — and  have  even 
secured  one  of  the  tiny  silver 
lanterns  given  on  that  first  Com- 
mencement Day  by  the  other 
three  of  the  first  four  classes  to 
the  Class  of  '89,  that  they,  the 
original  Manus  Bryn  Mawren- 
sium,  who  had  so  brilliantly 
lighted  the  first  lantern,  might 
not  go  forth  from  Alma  Mater 
without  her  outward  symbol. 


Again,  the  class  plays, — the 
Sophomore  Entertainment,  the 
welcome  extended  first  to  the 
Class  of  '90  in, — says  tradition, 
— a  somewhat  impromptu  fash- 
ion ; — the  Freshman  response, — 
originally  but  a  timid  and  duti- 
ful murmur  of  grateful  ac- 
knowledgment;— records  of  this 
development,  too,  we  would  pre- 
serve. And  it  is  amusing  to  see 
how  the  primitive  program,  pain- 
fully and  lovingly  adorned  by 
the  devoted  hand  of  some  name- 
less Sophomore  amateur  or  of 
an  aspiring  hurried  Freshman, 
hides  itself  modestly  in  a  corner 
of  the  Trophy  Case  and  blushes 
at  its  own  old-fashioned  sim- 
plicity in  the  face  of  its  en- 
graved or  even  illuminated  pos- 
terity! But  whatever  the  dif- 
ferences, the  family  resemblance 
is  striking.  They  are  all  one, — 
they  have  even  left  affectionate 
spaces  for  the  few  who  have  not 
yet  •  been  gathered  home ;  and 
proud  in  the  thought  of  being 
added  to  indefinitely,  they  seem 
to  see  themselves  "stretched  in 
never-ending  line"  through  all 
the  years  to  come.  In  truth,  all 
too  small  for  what  we  shall 
grow  into  is  our  present  little 
corner ! 

Class  pictures  next.  We  should 
have  them  all.  It  is  a  sacrifice, 
we  will  acknowledge,  and  we  ap- 
preciate the  feelings  of  those 
early  groups,  who  recall  past 
fashions  of  days  when  hats  were 
worn  and  even, — speak  it  softly, 
— buttoned  basques!  "We  are 
not  vain,"  they  murmur,  a  little 
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tremulously;  "we  are  not  sensi- 
tive about  our  clothes,  —  but 
thoughtless  remarks  do  make  us 
self-conscious  sometimes !  Yet 
we  may  take  comfort  in  the 
thought  that  we  shall  some  day 
hear  Freshmen  laughing  at  their 
out-of-date  impossible  belts  and 
frowzy  hair  and  untidy  blouses ! 
Every  one  in  her  turn!  They 
must  hang  where  they  belong, — 
side  by  side. 

"How  we  have  progressed,  to 
be  sure,"  says  Father  Time, 
peeping  slyly  into  the  case  and 
laughing  softly  over  past  mem- 
ories, "Menus,  printed,  by  a  real 
printer,  for  class  suppers!  And 
toast-lists,  forsooth!  Well,  well, 
there  was  a  time  when, — But 
there,  there !  Who  likes  to  be  re- 
minded that  she  was  once  satis- 
fied with  a  rattle!"  But  surely 
the  printed  menus  and  toast-lists 
are  not  of  such  late  origin  !  What 
class  introduced  this  dainty  fea- 
ture into  the  class  supper,  the 
Junior-Senior  Supper?  Let  her 
come  forward  and  claim  the 
honor!  And  let  her  successors 
see  that  they,  too,  are  repre- 
sented in  the  collection.  And  we 
would  call  attention  also  to 
1904's  gift  of  her  Sophomore 
Play  picture, — the  first  play  pic- 
ture we  have  been  given.  This 
has  encouraged  us  to  ask  whether 
there  are  not  other  pictures  of 
the  earlier  plays  which  we  may 
hope  to  have  presented  to  us? 
And  why  will  not  every  class 
that  boasts  a  seal  follow  the  no- 
ble example  of  1901  ?  Class 
rings  and  pins,  too, — how  a  col- 


lection of  these  would  shine! 
The  custom  of  making  gifts  is  an 
excellent  one  to  establish. 

But  we  might  write  forever  of 
such  opportunities,  —  they  are 
endless!  Out  of  your  college 
spirit  you  will  in  turn  doubtless 
find  suggestions  to  offer  us. 

"Our  four  years'  course  is  al- 
most run,"  sang  a  Senior  class 
one  spring,  now  many  years  ago. 
"Our    Freshman    pride    is    past 

and  done; 
New  wheels  take  up  the  work 
begun, 

The  coach  rolls  proudly  still ! 
'Tis  hard  to  have  to  leave  the 

race, 
To  know  our  going  makes  no 

space ; 
Time  was  we  thought  we  filled 
a  place 

No  other  class  could  fill !" 

And,  after  all,  that  place  never 
is  filled, — no  one  class  ever  re- 
places another.  And  just  as  each 
may  claim  always  their  part  in 
the  college,  so  Bryn  Mawr  has  a 
right  to  some  memorial, — a 
tribute  to  her  care  and  love  dur- 
ing those  four  happy  years.  Let 
every  class  remember  then  that 
she  has  her  own  allotted  space 
in  the  Trophy  corner, — it  rests 
with  her  to  see  that  this  is  not 
left  vacant. 


Pol.  Econ.  Celebrities. 
Plato. 

There  was  a  philosopher  Plato, 
Whose  husbandmen  dug  the  po- 
tato. 


14 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


He  said  that  a  state 
Did  in  truth  emanate 
From  man's  needs  at  the  earliest 
date,  oh! 

Aristotle. 

There  once  was  a  Greek,  Aris- 
totle, 
Who  would  have  liked  Plato  to 
throttle ; 
He  said  Communism 
Was  only  a  schism — 
This  politic  man  Aristotle. 

Hobbes. 

The  nonagenarian  Hobbes 
Believed  in  the  compact  of  mobs  ; 

A  bellicose  nature 

Belonged  to  each  craycher, 
And  so  with  a  state  he  Hobbe- 
nobs. 

Locke. 

There  once  was  an  Englishman, 

Locke, 
Who  at   Hobbes'   "state  of  na- 
ture" did  mock. 
He  thought  revolution 
The  only  solution 
When  the  state  did  men's  liberty 
dock. 

Mill. 

There   once   was   a   man   called 

John  Mill, 
Who  some  people  think  was  a 

pill.; 

He  did  a  great  notion 
Pursue  with  devotion  ;       j 
It  was — Individual  Will. 

'OS- 


The  College  Calendar. 

Freshman  year  is  like  the  Spring, 

For  all  the  skies  are  bright, 
And  though  the  ground  is  wet 

and  hard, 
The  days  are  soft,  the  nights  are 
starred, 
And  people's  hearts  are  light; 
And   tender  grass   and   flowers 
spring  up, 
All  in  a  single  night. 

Sophomore   year  the   Summer's 
like  ; 
Then  the  year  doth  rest 
A  little  from  her  work,  and  play, 
And  fosters  friendships  true  and 
gay ; 
But  under  laugh  and  jest 
The  buds  and  blades  are  blos- 
soming 
And  promising  their  best. 

A  golden  Autumn's  junior  year, 

A  busy  time  for  all. 
The  fruits  are  being  gathered  in, 
The  grain  is  filling  barn  and  bin, 

To  meet  the  Winter's  call ; 
And  very  many  joyous  hours 

Make  blithe  the  days  of  Fall. 

The  senior  year  is  Winter-time, 
The  days  of  well-won  cheer ; 
The  seeds  of  Spring,  the  Sum- 
mer's flowers, 
The    blithe    and    busy    Autumn 
hours, 
Were  ever  pointed  here, 
For  now  we've  reaped  and  can 
enjoy 
The  harvest  of  the  year. 

M.  U.,  '04. 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


IS 


Help! 

"Once  long  ago,"  Ma  used  to  say, 
"Bottles  had  legs  to  run  away, 

And  fists  with  which  to  fight." 
Yet  as  we  see  them  now  they 

st3.nd 
Deprived  '  alike    of     foot     and     He   £lled  them  UP>  that  awful 


He  cut  off  both  their  arms  and 

legs, 
And  stopped  their  mouths  with 

rubber  pegs; 
He  said,  "To  keep  them  still." 


hand — 
A  pitiable  sight. 

It  was  a  common  thing  to  meet 
Swell  bottles  strolling  down  the 
street 
With  decorous  demean ; 
Or,  in  some  bottle  dancing-hall. 
Attending    some    grand    bottle- 
ball— 
Bottles  red,  blue  or  green. 

But  one  day  came  a  man,  who 

said: 
"I'll  take  these  bottles  blue  and 

red 
And    make    them    serve    mv 

will." 


brute, 
With  bluing,  beer  and  creosote; 

Stuck  labels  on  with  glue. 
Oh,  don't  you  think  it's  sad  that 

they 
Should  have   to   stay   and   stay 
and  stay 
To  wait  on  me  and  you  ? 

Some  can  be  left  uncorked  for 

hours, 
They've  lost  entirely  the  powers 

Which  life  of  action  brings; 
But  some,  though  paralyzed,  still 

pop; 
Child,  help  alleviate  their  lot — 
Fill  them  with  pleasant  things ! 

G.  F.  W.,  '04. 
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Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.  Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


902  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers.  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  SAMUEL 


Formerly  of 
1529  Chestnut  St. 


announces  her  removal  to 

1623  Chestnut 

and  is  now  ready  with  a 
full  assortment  of  V    V 

French  Models 
Hats,  Bonnets  and  Toques, 
Neck   Ruffs   and   Veilings 

New  Department  in  charg-e  of  MR.  H.  LEVY, formerly 
with  Madame  Nash 

Ladies'    Tailor-made    Gowns,    Riding 
Habits,  Evening  Wraps     •.'     .-.     v     .•. 


i»»»»>»sa$3&»»»a»a 


to 


»£$^»&3$£$3H£»3^&^$£$&$$S§§$3 


I  Scbreiber  &  Kerr 


•*-H 


>4fe-2 


K-* 


I  Gowns 


for  Morning  Wear,  Walk- 
ing, Traveling,  Yachting, 


Ladies'  Tailors 


CO 


1529 

CHESTNUT 
STREET 

Philadelphia 


fh   and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 
AS   Sports  and  Pastimes    <£  £  £  J*  £  J* 


Kodaks 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Optician 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
Broad  Street  Station 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of- 


FURS 


AND 


HATS 

-For  Young  Ladies 
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/or  S&rff z&S* 


r. 


Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472,474,476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and    Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc,  upon  request     eor£Xt£rca 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 


PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1 2 14  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman  &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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OOOkS  and — 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices, 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  and  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co* 

^«** — OPTICIANS 
1 010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

J\cGIe?'s  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


P>IC!UPC§  and 

The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 
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Editorial. 


I. 


Once  upon  a  time  there  were 
prophets  to  foretell  the  coming 
of  evil,  there  were  portents  for 
knights  at  war,  and  maids  in 
love;  but  alas,  no  visions,  no 
dreams,  no  signs  in  the  stars 
warned  us  of  the  destruction  of 
Denbigh.  Everything  else,  at 
the  time,  the  comedy  of  various 
situations,    the    tragedy    of    our 


burning  dormitory,  was  swal- 
lowed up  in  universal  excite- 
ment. Indeed  for  a  while  after- 
ward our  world  seemed  so 
shoved  awr}r,  as  with  Archi- 
medes' lever,  that  we  felt  it  could 
never  quite  recover  its  balance. 
People  were  anxiously  making 
and  remaking  plans,  halls  were 
filled  with  drenched  goods  and 
chattels,  and  lately  even  unwil- 
ling Taylor  bell  has  been  forced 
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to  ring  out  hours  of  toil  on  the 
sixth  day  of  the  week. 

Yet  we  are  beginning  to  feel 
that  in  some  ways  this  disaster 
has  its  share  in  the  universal 
scheme.  It  is  one  more  thing 
for  our  successors  to  remember 
of  us  with  pride  that  even  the 
loss  of  Denbigh  was  not  suffi- 
cient to  destroy  our  equilibri- 
um. With  the  first  hints  of  green 
and  spring  sunshine,  we  are  back 
again  pursuing  our  accustomed 
and  studious  course. 

II. 

Bryn  Mawr,  in  the  confidence 
of  her  youth,  has  at  times  been 
unjustly  accused  of  a  certain  ap- 
preciation of  her  own  excellence 
in  comparison  with  sister  insti- 
tutions, a  feeling  akin  to  that  of 
the  New  England  schoolmaster 
who  wrote  up  over  his  door: 

"I'm  the  head  of  this  here  col- 
ledge. 

What  I  don't  know  isn't  knowl- 
edge." 

Of  course  we  disown  any  such 
unattractive  and  patronizing 
spirit,  yet  when,  as  sometimes 
happens,  we  gain  a  chance  vic- 
tory over  one  of  our  famous 
rivals,  we  surely  are  justified  in 
feeling  a  glow  of  satisfaction. 

A  certain  small  boy  came  up 
to  a  Bryn  Mawr  student,  not 
long  ago,  and  said: 

"Well,  I  did  you  a  good  turn 
this  morning.  Gladys  and  the  oth- 
er girls  were  all  saying  that  they 
were  going  to  Smith  when  they 
grew  up,  and  I  told  them  I  had 
a  cousin  at  Bryn  Mawr  and  it 


was  a  great  place,  so  they  had 
much  better  go  there.  We  ar- 
gued about  it,  a  long  time,  and 
I  tell  you  I  talked  'em  all  over, 
for  at  last  they  said  that  if  they 
couldn't  get  into  Smith,  they 
guessed  they  would  go  to  Bryn 
Mawr." 


College  Notes. 

Owing  to  the  fire  of  March 
1 6,  the  graduate  students  of 
Denbigh  are  now  living  on  the 
top  floor  of  Miss  Baldwin's 
School,  and  the  undergraduates 
at  Summit  Grove,  on  the  Pike. 
There  is  a  regular  'bus  service 
to  connect  the  exiles  with  the 
campus. 

Three  thousand  dollars  was 
raised  by  Miss  M.  R.  White,  the 
president  of  the  Undergraduate 
Association  as  a  relief  fund  for 
the  students  and  servants  of 
Denbigh ;  generous  contributions 
were  made  by  the  friends  and 
neighbors  of  the  college  as  well 
as  by  the  Faculty  and  students. 

In  order  to  make  good  some  of 
the  time  lost  through  the  changed 
dates  of  the  Easter  vacation, 
classes  were  held  on  the  Satur- 
day following  the  vacation ;  of 
the  several  ways  suggested  by 
Miss  Thomas  to  make  up  anoth- 
er day,  the  Undergraduate  As- 
sociation voted  to  petition  for 
classes  on  another  Saturday. 

The  fire  has  proved  such  an 
excellent  advertisement  for  the 
needs  of  the  college,  that  Miss 
Thomas  has  now  in  all,  either  in 
hand  or  promised  $150,000  of 
the  $250,000  necessary  to  secure 
Mr.  Rockefeller's  gift. 
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Miss  Thomas  has  advised  the 
students  to  post  on  the  bulletin- 
board  notices  of  the  articles  lost 
and  found  on  the  night  of  the 
fire. 

The  first  Glee  and  Mandolin 
Club  concert  was  held  with  great 
success  on  April  8. 


Wall  Paper. 

They  told  me,  the  other  day, 
as  an  every-day  bit  of  informa- 
tion, that  they  were  repapering 
the  nursery,  and  I  felt  with  a 
pang  that  the  annals  of  our 
childhood  were  being  wiped  out. 
The  old  wall-paper  was  so  in- 
timately associated  with  every 
event  of  our  checkered  past,  and 
it  bore  records,  seldom  ornamen- 
tal, of  so  many  events  variously 
discreditable.  The  great  bald 
space  of  white  plaster  over  the 
bed  recalls  the  morning  when 
we  contended  with  much  success 
as  to  who  should  dare  rip  off  the 
biggest  piece.  The  splash  of 
ink  by  the  low  window  is  a  re- 
minder of  a  hard-won  victory, 
which,  after  all  these  years,  and 
inglorious  as  it  was,  still  stirs 
my  blood  with  the  lust  of  battle. 

Greatly  cherished  was  the  pat- 
tern of  the  wall-paper  itself.  It 
was  the  story  of  "The  Babes  in 
the  Wood,"  from  the  death-bed 
of  the  parents,  through  the  ab- 
duction by  the  cruel  relatives,  to 
the  babes  sleeping  under  a  tree. 
The  pictures  were  repeated 
around  the  walls  again  and  again, 
and  I  cannot  tell  how  many  long 
hours  we  spent  on  our  knees  be- 
fore them,   relating  to  one  an- 


other the  various  details  of  the 
tragedy.  With  aesthetic  intent, 
and  painstaking  fingers,  we 
painted  red  and  blue  night-caps 
for  the  mother  and  father,  and 
green  plumage  for  the  robins ; 
we  had  each  our  favorite  in  the 
fight  between  the  uncles,  and  we 
frequently  discussed  the  never- 
to-be-settled  question  as  to  which 
one  finally  throws  the  other  into 
the  ditch.  Sometimes  tears  were 
shed,  in  private,  over  the  poor 
babes  lying  there  quite  dead  and 
all  alone  in  the  big  forest.  I  can 
see  them  so  distinctly  if  I  shut 
my  eyes — either  seated  on  the 
horses  behind  their  uncles,  gal- 
loping off  to  a  dreadful  fate,  or 
else  lying  underneath  the  bright 
purple  tree,  where  the  kindly 
robins  cover  them  with  leaves, 
that  it  does  not  seem  possible 
that  babes  and  uncles  and  robins 
are  now  alike  things  of  the  past. 


The   Well-bred   Young  Lady 
Carrying  a  Coal  Hod. 

"A  seemly  tale,"  sighed  the 
Sultan,  after  a  pause  of  deep 
feeling.  "Maiden,  methinks  thou 
hast  a  tender  heart  so  well  to 
narrate  the  damsel's  trials ;  and 
who  but  one  with  a  tender  heart 
would   most   fitly — " 

"Commander  of  the  Faithful," 
came  a  hasty  whisper  in  the 
fickle  Sultan's  ear,  "trust  not 
to  semblances."  A  worried 
member  of  the  remaining  ig- 
nored trio  had  glided  to  his  side : 
"Cellador  hath  a  tender  heart 
for  a  Gaiour's  trials,  but  mine, 
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O  Sun  of  the  Orient,  is  tender 
for  the  loneliness  of  one  much 
nearer." 

The  Sun  of  the  Orient  beamed 
upon  his  new  satellite,  who  was 
encouraged  by  the  warmth  of  his 
smile  to  while  away  his  loneli- 
ness as  follows : 


Hear,  O  Lamp  of  my  Life, 
she  began,  the  true  tale  of  that 
well-bred  young  person  so  cruel- 
ly maligned  by  yonder  fabrica- 
tors. 

A  clumsy  little  steamer  was 
ploughing  her  way  up  one  of 
the  Great  Lakes  one  bleak  No- 
vember afternoon.  Most  of  her 
passengers  were  huddled  into 
the  long  main  cabin  in  search  of 
warmth,  but  one  among  them, 
a  well-bred  young  lady,  closely 
wrapped  in  handsome  black  furs, 
stood  at  the  extreme  bow  of  the 
lower  deck,  eagerly  watching  the 
smoky  haze  of  the  horizon,  as  it 
slowly  shaped  itself  into  the 
bridges,  chimneys  and  roofs  of 
a  great  city.  From  her  oblivi- 
ousness to  the  cold,  and  the  fixed 
way  she  looked  at  the  outline  of 
the  town,  she  seemed  to  dread 
what  should  occur  there,  and  yet 
to  be  impatient  for  it  to  be  over. 

Hardly  had  the  gang-plank  re- 
sounded on  the  dock,  and  the 
roar  of  the  stevedores  rolling 
barrels  out  of  the  hold,  struck  on 
the  ear,  before  she  had  left  the 
steamer  and  was  hastily  thread- 
ing her  way  up  a  crowded,  nar- 
row street.  In  spite  of  her 
haste,  she  picked  her  steps  cau- 
tiously, as  if  in  fear  of  jarring 
what   she    carried.     Those    who 


passed  her  laughed  in  her  face, 
and  turned  to  jeer  after  her.  For 
like  a  market  basket  over  her 
left  arm,  she  carried  an  unmis- 
takable black  coal-hod. 

After  a  little  she  came  to  a 
street  where  the  people  were 
too  well-bred  to  mock  at  her ; 
they  only  wondered  and  turned 
their  heads  to  stare. 

When  she  had  just  picked  her 
way  across  a  broad,  cobbled 
street,  a  well-dressed  young  man 
with  a  twinkle  in  his  gray  eyes, 
lifted  his  hat  and  accosted  her : 
"I  beg  your  pardon ;  mav  I  help 
you?" 

She  shrank  back,  and  a  look 
of  horror  came  over  her  pale 
face.  In  a  low  voice  she  an- 
swered :  ''You  do  not  know  what 
you  are  asking,"  and  hastened 
on.  The  young  man  stood  for 
a  moment  with  his  hat  in  his 
hand,  looking  after  her,  and  then 
followed  her,  half  a  block  be- 
hind. Several  times  she  showed 
signs  of  weariness,  even  stop- 
ping once  to  rest  upon  a  friendly 
doorstep ;  and  yet  she  continued 
to  refuse  all  offers  of  assistance, 
and  rejected  the  suggestion  of  a 
cab  Avith  so  much  terror  in  her 
eyes  that  the  young  man  was 
finally  silenced. 

At  last  she  seemed  to  have 
reached  her  destination.  La- 
boriously she  mounted  the  steps 
of  a  small  stone  house  that  stood 
alone  at  the  end  of  a  lonely 
block.  Wearily  she  took  a  key 
from  her  pocket,  unlocked  the 
door,  and  went  in.  In  a  few 
moments  she  emerged.  This 
time  without  the  coal-hod. 
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A  bright  spot  of  color  burned 
on  either  cheek;  she  fairly  ran 
down  the  steps.  "Quick !"  she 
cried  to  the  young  man,  who  was 
waiting  for  her  outside.  "I  do 
not  know  who  you  are,"  she 
added,  "but  you  have  been  kind. 
Come ;  let  us  leave  this  dreadful 
spot."  Without  understanding, 
he  allowed  himself  to  be  hurried 
along.  At  the  end  of  several 
breathless  seconds  he  heard  a 
dull  explosion.  The  young  lady 
put  her  hands  over  her  face,  and 
sank  fainting  into  his  arms. 

He  carried  her  into  the  house 
of  his  aunt,  which  was  close  by, 
and,  assisted  by  his  aunt's  house- 
keeper, succeeded  shortly  in 
bringing  her  to. 

She  opened  her  eyes  and 
looked  ,  at  him,  for  a  moment 
without  recognition,  and  then  a 
light  came  into  her  face  and  she 
sat  up,  leaning  on  one  elbow.  "I 
suppose  you  are  wondering  how 
an  apparently  well-bred  young 
lady  came  to  be  carrying  a  coal- 
hod,"  she  said,  and  her  face 
brightened  divinely  with  the  first 
smile  she  had  ever  given  him. 

For  a  moment  he  was  so  ab- 
sorbed in  thinking  of  her  smile 
that  he  did  not  realize  that  she 
had  spoken,  and  then,  suddenly 
coming  to  himself,  he  stam- 
mered :  "I  suppose  I  was ;  would 
it  trouble  you  to  tell  me?  If  you 
had  rather  not — " 

"I  want  to  tell  you,"  she  in- 
terrupted him.  "You  are  almost 
the  first  person  I  have  spoken  to 
since  my  uncle's  death,"  she 
added,  with  a  sigh  of  mingled 
horror  and  sorrow.     "Only  this 


morning  he  was  smiling  at  me 
over  his  coffee,  and  now  he  is 
dead,  and,  but  for  me,  dishonor- 
ed. For,  listen,"  and  here  she 
placed  her  slender,  white  hand 
on  his  arm,  "he  was  an  anarch- 
ist, unknown  to  me,  his  nearest 
relative,  and,  for  years  his  in- 
separable companion.  This 
morning  he  was  seized  with  a 
sudden  faintness,  and,  feeling 
sure  that  death  would  soon  over- 
take him,  he  called  me  to  him 
and  gave  me  the  coal-hod.  'Take 
it,'  he  said,  'it  is  an  infernal  ma- 
chine, set  for  five  o'clock  to- 
night. It's  true  work  will  never 
be  accomplished,  but  I  would  not 
have  you  -destroyed  in  the  trap 
laid  for  another.  Take  the  coal- 
hod,  which  is  made  of  aluminum 
painted  to  resemble  iron,  and 
hence  not  beyond  your  strength, 
though  filled  with  dynamite ; 
take  it  and  place  it  where  it  can 
do  no  harm.'  With  these  words 
he  breathed  his  last.  At  first  I 
was  in  despair,  then  the  idea 
came  to  me  that  in  this  city  my 
uncle  owned  a  house  where  he 
and  his  fellows  had  doubtless 
held  their  secret  meetings.  I  took 
his  keys  and  the  coal-hod  and 
came  here  by  boat  to  avoid  the 
jarring  of  a  train.  The  rest  you 
know,  except  that,  as  I  entered 
the  house,  I  saw  that  my  suspic- 
ions were  correct.  Mottoes  and 
signs  upon  the  walls  plainly 
showed  that  it  was  a  meeting 
place  for  the  anarchists." 

As  she  ceased  speaking,  she 
sank  back  against  the  cushions 
of  the  couch.  "And  were  you 
never  afraid?"  he  asked. 
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"I  was  until  you  spoke  to  me, 
and  tried  to  help  me,"  she  said, 
"and  then  I  was  so  anxious  to 
avert  danger  from  you  that  I 
forgot  to  be  afraid  for  myself." 

And  the  smile  that  she  gave 
him  now  augured  so  well  for  the 
future  that  had  begun  to  take 
possession  of  the  young  man's 
dreams,  that  he  lifted  her  slen- 
der hand  to  his  lips  and  kissed 
her  shapely  fingers. 

E.  C,  '02. 


Graduate  Club. 

On  Saturday  evening,  April 
5,  Miss  Agnes  Repplier  read  to 
the  Graduate  Club  two  unpub- 
lished essays,  one  of  which  is 
owned  by  Harper's  Monthly,  the 
other  by  the  Outlook.  It  was 
owing  to  the  courtesy  of  the  edi- 
tors of  these  magazines  that 
Miss  Repplier  was  permitted  to 
read  the  papers. 

After  a  very  characteristic  in- 
troduction in  which  she  apolo- 
gized for  the  "stripped"  char- 
acter of  the  entertainment,  but 
expressed  a  willingness  to  be  a 
refined  vaudeville  show,  if  this 
would  afford  her  audience  pleas- 
ure, Miss  Repplier  read  an  amus- 
ing paper  on  Orthography,  ridi- 
culing the  bitter  controversies 
that  are  common  now-a-days  on 
the  subject  of  phonetic  spelling, 
and  ridiculing  even  more  those 
who  object  to  one's  spelling  in  a 
way  of  one's  own,  as  one's  edu- 
cation or  inclination  dictate. 
There  is  really  very  little  differ- 
ence whether  one  sides  with  Mil- 


ton and  spells  sovereign  "sove- 
ran,"  or  whether  one  is  bold 
enough  to  take  up  Shakespeare's 
cause  and  spell  it  "souvereigne." 
Swift  loved  Stella  none  the  less 
because  she  sometimes  mis- 
spelled twenty-four  words  in  a 
letter  when  he  had  expressed  the 
desire  that  she  limit  herself  to 
six.  One  is  really  constrained  to 
admire  Leicester's  versatility 
when  one  learns  that  he  spelled 
his  name  in  eight  different  ways, 
and  one  admires  the  possibilities 
of  English  invention  yet  more 
when  one  learns  that  his  title 
occurs  in  records  in  fourteen 
more  ways.  Lord  Byron  spelled 
the  past  tense  of  read  "redde," 
because  he  thought  it  always  ad- 
visable to  "distinguish  between 
the  present  and  past  tenses 
of  a  verb."  Miss  Austen  was 
quite  willing  to  rely  on  her 
printer  in  matters  of  spelling, 
and  that  gentleman  did  his  best ; 
but  when  the  author  of  "Em- 
ma," wrote  "arra"  for  "error," 
he  was  compelled  to  put  a  modest 
query  in  the  margin. 

In  these  times  the  art  of 
spelling  is  held  in  high  esteem. 
Indeed,  one  is  expected  to  look 
slightingly  and  with  astonish- 
ment at  those  who  use  an  oc- 
casional "e"  too  many  or  too 
few.  Not  long  ago  a  woman 
said  with  a  sigh,  "I  cannot  un- 
derstand why  my  sister  cannot 
spell,  when  my  brother  and  I  are 
such  good  spellers."  Although 
the  lady  was  mistaken  about  her- 
self, she  expressed  the  attitude 
of  the  time.  That  perfect  or- 
thography was  not  always  a  re- 
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quirement  of  social  recognition 
is  shown  by  Will  Honeycomb's 
remark  that  he  spelled  "as  a 
gentleman,  not  as  a  scholar." 

The  second  paper  was  on  the 
"Gaiety  of  Life."  Miss  Rep- 
plier  thinks  it  our  duty  to  add 
as  much  as  possible  to  the  fund 
of  joy  which  is  already  too  small 
to  go  around. 

She  objects  to  the  strenuous 
literature  of  the  time  and  thinks 
that  story-telling  is  to  please,  to 
ease  the  burden  of  life,  and  to 
gladden  sad  hours.  Novels  were 
never  intended  to  teach,  and 
Count  Tolstoi  with  the  best  in- 
tentions in  the  world  has  made 
many  a  footstep  heavy  that 
might  otherwise  have  been  light. 

Miss  Repplier's  view  is  but  a 
partial  one,  perhaps,  because,  as 
she  herself  says,  "One  can  sell 
only  short  papers  now-a-days." 
No  one  can  be  blind  to  the  enor- 
mous influence  and  good  of 
many  of  the  great  novels  of  the 
past  century  that  may  not  be 
said  to  have  added  to  the  world's 
fund  of  gaiety. 

G.  L.  J.,  'oo. 


Philosophy  Club  Lecture. 

On  April  4,  Professor  San- 
ford,  of  Clark  University,  Wor- 
cester, delivered  before  the  Philo- 
sophical Club  an  interesting  lec- 
ture on  "Mental  Growth  and  De- 
cay." He  traced  the  stages  of 
mental  growth  and  decay 
through  the  seven  ages  of  man, 
babyhood,  childhood,  youth, 
young  manhood,  adult  manhood, 


the  period  of  elderly  manhood, 
and  old  age.  He  showed  how 
crucial  is  the  period  of  youth, 
when  the  boy  or  girl  comes  into 
his  or  her  mental  and  physical 
inheritance,  and  begins  to  mani- 
fest the  temperament  which  is 
to  be  his  or  hers  through  life. 
From  the  period  of  youth  on, 
Professor  Sanford  pointed  out 
the  attitude  of  mind  characteris- 
tic of  each  period;  the  enthusi- 
asm of  young  manhood,  the  com- 
plete intellectual  development  of 
the  next  period,  the  ensuing 
scepticism,  and  the  closing  opti- 
mism. 

The  lecture  was  among  the 
most  enjoyable  which  have  been 
delivered  this  season. 


A  Tale— or  Romance.* 

Seminary  A,  over  which 
fount  of  wisdom  the  angular 
Miss  Matty  Matties,  of  Ter- 
tiary age,  eldest  daughter  of  the 
late  Professor  Kino  Matties,  pre- 
sided, was  attended  by  all  the 
daughters  of  the  regiment  sta- 
tioned at  Fort  Nightly.  Of  all 
the  lovely  damsels,  by  far  the 
most  charming  was  Polly  Con, 
favorite  granddaughter  of  old 
General  "Phil"  Osophy,  com- 
mander of  the  fort,  buck  of  the 
regiment. 

But  Polly  was  unhappy.  From 
the  time  she  was  raised  from  her 


*Keys  to  this  tale  may  be  had  from 
the  Wardens  on  deposit  of  fifty  cents. 
Money  refunded  if  answer  not  satis- 
factory. 
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Pliocene  Bed  at  peak  of  dawn 
until  she  sank  therein  to  rest  at 
night,  she  was  continually  made 
to  dig  and  grind,  which  kind 
of  labor  was  most  distasteful  to 
her.  And  besides,  Polly  was  in 
love.  That  young  scapegrace, 
Archie  Ology,  had  won  her 
maiden  affections,  and  plead 
with  her  to  elope  with  him. 
Polly,  nevertheless,  had  scruples ; 
but  life  became  unbearable  under 
Miss  Matty's  guidance,  when  old 
Miss  Pris  Matties  dropped  a 
quiz  on  her  from  the  second 
story  window.  Luckily  it  passed 
her,  but  she  hardly  merited  such 
treatment,  and  the  way  she 
dodged  was  a  credit  to  her  agil- 
ity. After  this  she  yielded  to 
young  Archie  Ology 's  entreaties 
and  the  lovers  planned  that  they 
should  meet  at  "The  Sign  of 
the  J." 

Hardly  had  Polly  left  her  re- 
treat, however,  when  Miss  Mat- 
ty Matties  discovered  the  fact 
and  sent  a  note  post-haste  from 
the  office  to  Fort  Nightly  to  tell 
General  "Phil"  Osophy  of  his 
granddaughter's  escapade.  Gen- 
eral "Phil"  was  very  much 
disturbed  at  this  news — not  that 
Archie's  family  was  not  all  that 
could  be  desired,  but  the  name 
Archie  Ology  brought  to  light 
too  many  things  that  he  had 
thought  forever  buried  in  the 
past.  For  in  his  youthful  days 
the  General  had  had  an  "Af- 
faire du  cceur"  with  Archie's 
/  unt  Etty  M.  Ology,  but  the  ro- 
mance had  been  carefully  nipped 
in  the  bud  by  her  stern  parent, 
G.  Ology,  Esq. 


Immediately,  on  learning  of 
Polly's  flight  at  the  Post,  Major 
Latin  held  an  examination  of 
Private  Reading  as  to  the  ways 
and  means  to  Caesar,  for,  being 
an  official  scout,  none  might  pass 
from  the  community  without  his 
knowledge.  At  his  suggestion, 
they  decided  to  make  a  sally 
from  Fort  Nightly.  So  off  they 
trot  on  the  surest- footed  ponies. 
At  the  unwonted  commotion  in 
the  usually  peaceful  fort,  baby 
French  woke  up  and  set  up  a 
dismal  howl  from  his  crib,  for 
Private  Reading  had  gone  off 
with  his  pet  pony. 

General  English,  aided  by  Ma- 
jors French  and  German,  were 
following  the  course  prescribed 
by  Major  Latin,  whose  informa- 
tion was  mainly  derived  from 
Private  Reading.  General  "Phil" 
watched  the  pursuers  out  of  sight 
but  hardly  had  they  left  the  Low 
Buildings  of  Fort  Nightly  be- 
hind them  when  Jim  Drill  who, 
as  a  member  of  the  Indian  Club, 
was  admitted  to  the  inner  circle 
of  Archie  Ology's  friends,  and 
so  was  familiar  with  all  his 
movements,  fell  in  with  the  line 
of  march.  General  English, 
knowing  that  Jim  kept  tab  on  all 
his  friend's  actions,  thought  this 
an  easy  way  of  gaining  informa- 
tion as  to  Archie's  exact  where- 
abouts, so  his  men  attacked  Jim 
with  their  sabres,  but  Jim  es- 
caped without  even  the  Sign  of 
a  Cut.  Hastily  betaking  him- 
self to  the  "Sign  of  the  A," 
Jim  was  able  to  warn  his  friend 
of  his  danger. 

But  just  in  time,   for  hardly 
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had  he  given  the  alarm  when  the 
enemy  rode  up  to  the  door.  Gen- 
eral English  dismounted  at  9.01, 
but  the  door  had  apparently  just 
been  closed.  In  vain  he  rang 
and  rang  the  bell ;  and  small 
wonder,  for  it  was  a  Dumb-Bell. 


The  last  words  Jim  heard  Archie 
mutter,  as  he  and  his  bride  es- 
caped from  the  building  was : 
"Only  over  my  dead  body  will 
they  get  her,  By  Ology!" 

C.  S.  C,  '02. 

F.  T.  W.,  '03. 


Alumnae  Notes. 

The  annual  dinner  of  the  Bryn 
Mawr  Club  of  New  York  will 
be  held  at  the  Manhattan  Hotel, 
on  Friday,  April  25,  at  seven 
o'clock. 

'99- 

Bessie  Bissel  sails  for  Europe 
this  month. 

Content  Nichols,  who  is  teach- 
ing in  the  Bryn  Mawr  School,  in 
Baltimore,  spent  last  Sunday  in 
Bryn  Mawr. 

'98. 

Elizabeth  Nields  is  taking 
Miss  Anthony's  place  as  warden 


of    Summit    Grove    for    a    few 
weeks. 

'95- 

Mary  James  spent  last  week  in 
Bryn  Mawr. 

Those  who  wish  to  add  to  the 
collection  of  the  Trophy  Club 
are  requested  to  write  to  M.  G. 
Thomas,  President,  or  to  G.  L. 
Jones,  secretary,  Pembroke  East, 
Bryn  Mawr  College. 


1900. 

On  May  17,  Julia  Streeter  -and 
Alletta  Van  Reypen  sail  for  Rus- 
sia. 


[V\KRCtt     lb 
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"That  Sought  For  What  Could 
Never  Be." 

Once  upon  a  time,  when  the 
princess  did  what  she  pleased, 
and  the  prince  what  pleased  the 
princess,  there  lived  the  only 
daughter  of  a  king,  so  clever  and 
so  beautiful  that  women  in  their 
envy  could  not  love  her,  and 
men  in  their  humility  did  not 
dare.  Even  the  poet  failed 
when  he  came  to  describing  the 
Beautiful  Princess.  He  would 
liken  her  hair  to  the  clouds'  pale 
masses  of  gold  from  filtering 
moonbeams ;  the  beauty  in  her 
eyes  to  the  deep,  clear  stillness 
of  the  lake  on  a  moonlit  night; 
her  cheeks,  her  neck  and  her 
shoulders  to  the  pink-to-white  of 
the  apple-blossoms;  and  so  on 
till  even  the  tips  of  her  fingers 
came  in  for  their  share.  But  at 
the  end,  he  would  begin  again  by 
saying:  "No  one  can  know  till 
he  has  seen  for  himself." 

Now  it  happened  that  the 
Princess,  having  seen  many  times 
for  herself,  knew  very  well. 
Also  she  most  sensibly  believed 
that  charms  are  given  for  use 
as  well  as  for  ornament.  Ac- 
cordingly, when  the  king,  her 
father,  requested  his  daughter  to 
choose  and  to  wed,  she  swore 
that  she  could  and  would  have 
a  perfect  prince.  Why  not,  since 
there  must  be  perfect  knights, 
and  no  knight  would  disdain  the 
winning  of  the  Beautiful  Prin- 
cess. After  some  pondering  she 
decided  that  the  qualities  of  per- 
fection were  courage,  beauty, 
grace,  wit  and  honor. 

Then     a     proclamation     was 


posted  through  all  the  lands, 
north  and  south,  and  east  and 
west,  bidding  the  suitors  of  the 
Beautiful  Princess  to  assemble 
for  trial  on  the  appointed  day, 
adding  as  a  test  of  their  courage 
that  any  one  failing  to  meet  the 
requirements  must  as  a  penalty 
suffer  the  loss  of  his  head. 

Early  on  that  appointed  day 
the  Princess,  robed  in  her  best, 
seated  on  a  golden  throne,  was 
ready  to  receive,  to  test  and  to 
judge.  Early,  also,  came  the 
suitors.  "From  morn  to  dewy 
eve"  they  came.  From  morn  to 
dewy  eve  the  Princess  must  re- 
peat the  Queen  of  Hearts'  com- 
mand:  "Off  with  his  head." 
From  morn  to  dewy  eve  the 
axe  saw  active  service.  Alas, 
for  the  suitors,  that  courage 
could  not  make  perfection.  One 
unfortunate  no  more  than  enter- 
ed the  royal  presence  when  he 
heard  the  fatal  words,  and  real- 
ized all  too  late  that  he  had  never 
been  a  beauty.  Some,  luckier 
perhaps  by  a  few  minutes  more 
of  life,  were  allowed  to  kneel  to 
a  white  hand.  But  by  all  that 
was  sacred,  where  was  their 
grace?  who  wanted  for  a  hus- 
band a  toppling  fool  balanced 
on  one  toe!  What  a  laughing- 
stock for  the  tournament!  Off 
with  his  head.  A  few,  favored 
by  providence,  heard  the  voice 
of  the  Beautiful  Princess,  but 
even  they  fell  as  surely  as  the 
rest  when  it  came  to  an  answer. 
Death  in  life!  where  was  the 
man's  tongue?  Off  with  his 
head! 

By  sunset  the  Princess  began 
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to  doubt  the  existence  of  a  per- 
fect prince.  But  it  was  wisely 
said  that  all  things  come  to  those 
that  wait.  For  lo!  gloriously 
bright,  set  in  the  midst  of  the 
dusty  sunbeams  as  they  streamed 
through  the  western  doorway, 
there  stood  a  man,  perfect  in 
stature,  perfect  in  beauty,  him- 
self a  very  sun-god.  The  Prin- 
cess looked  and  gave  a  sigh  of 
great  relief.  He  had  come  at 
last,  the  Perfect  Prince.  Then 
she  spoke,  saying : 

"Have  you  not  heard  of  the 
great  number  who  have  tried 
and  failed? 

Then  the  Prince  replied,  kneel- 
ing, and  in  a  graceful  manner : 

"Oh,  Princess,  I  fear  nothing 
but  disfavor  in  thine  eyes." 

At  this  the  Princess  smiled, 
clapped  her  hands  and  looked 
around  to  say :  "Here  is  one  that 
is  quite  perfection." 

Now  here  the  story  should 
have  ended  if  only  the  Princess 
had  been  willing  to  leave  good 
alone.  But  in  order  to  make 
quite  sure,  she  must  arise 
and  bid  any  one  else  to  speak 
who  might  know  aught  good  or 
bad  of  her  suitor.  As  it  hap- 
pened, the  Prince  had  in  his  reti- 
nue one  of  those  inconvenient 
step-brothers  that  will  covet  his 
brother's  throne  and  crown.  So 
this  one,  seeing  his  chance, 
stepped  forward  and  answered 
the  challenge." 

Princess,  I  feel  it  my  duty  to 
tell  you  the  truth,  to  show  you 
while  there  is  yet  time  that  my 
brother  the  Prince  is  hardly  per- 
fect in  all  grace.     Oh,  Princess, 


have  you  not  seen  it?  he  is  most 
foolishly  vain." 

Alas !  this  was  too  true.  No 
one  but  the  Princess  could  have 
blamed  him,  since  he  had  such 
reason  to  be  vain.  But  unfor- 
tunately she  caught  a  look  of 
sweet,  unmixed  self-satisfaction 
just  as  it  was  disappearing  from 
his  face. 

There  were  no  perfect  men. 
But  this  time  it  was  with  a 
bowed  head  that  she  turned  to 
the  liveried  servants  at  her 
throne,  and  pointed  to  the  Prince. 
And  this  time  it  was  in  a  weary 
voice  that  she  said :  "Take  him 
away,  and  off  with  his  head." 

There  can  be  no  perfectly  sat- 
isfactory men.  For  as  soon  as 
we  find  one  endowed  with  all  the 
graces,  that  one  is  vain. 


The  Alumnae  Meeting. 

On  Tuesday,  March  18,  Miss 
Kirkbride,  the  president  of  the 
Alumnae  Association  called  a 
meeting  of  the  alumnae  at  three 
o'clock,  on  Wednesday,  March 
19.  The  meeting  was  called  by 
telegrams  which  the  Western 
Union  Telegraph  Company  had 
generously  given  to  the  Asso- 
ciation. 

The  meeting  was  called  to  urge 
the  alumnae  to  increase  their  ef- 
forts in  order  to  secure  during 
April  the  money  necessary  to  ob- 
tain Mr.  Rockefeller's  gift,  that 
the  electric  light  plant,  the  need 
of  which  is  now  so  obvious,  may 
be  begun  in  May. 

During  the  afternoon  Miss 
Kirkbride,    Miss   Thomas,    Miss 
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Dabney  and  Mr.  Mackenzie 
spoke  of  the  fire  and  the  need 
of  electric  lights  in  the  college. 

Mr.  Cope,  who  is  known  to 
the  alumnae  of  Bryn  Mawr  as 
the  architect  of  Radnor,  Den- 
bigh and  Pembroke,  told  to  the 
Association  the  story  of  the 
planning  of  Denbigh  Hall.  The 
plans  of  the  usual  four-story 
dormitory  had  been  already  sub- 
mitted, and  the  architects  were 
sitting  about  a  drawing  table  dis- 
cussing the  completed  plans, 
when  one  of  them  said,  with  some 
dissatisfaction,  that  the  building 
which  they  had  planned  was  one 
that  might  very  well  stand  in  a 
block  in  a  city,  and  had  none  of 
the  feeling  that  a  college  hall 
should  have.  He  voiced  the  senti- 
ment of  the  firm.  That  afternoon 
the  final  plan  of  Denbigh  Hall 
was  sketched,  and  from  that  time 
the  ambition  of  Mr.  Cope  has 
been  to  introduce  into  America 
a  distinctive  type  of  college  ar- 
chitecture. 

This  Mr.  Cope  thinks  can  best 
be  done  by  adapting  the  style  of 
building  used  in  the  English  col- 
leges to  the  American  needs'  and 
materials.  Elizabethan  Gothic 
architecture  reaches  down  to  the 
"human  scale"  as  classic  archi- 
tecture never  can.  It  is  for 
this  reason,  because  he  wishes 
the  new  Library  to  be  more  than 
a  mere  storehouse  for  books,  that 
classic  models  have  been  put 
aside  and  the  more  sympathetic 
"human"  models  have  been  fol- 
lowed in  the  plans  of  the  Bryn 
Mawr  Library. 

After  the  addresses  a  vote  of 


thanks  was  extended  to  the  un- 
dergraduates for  their  bravery 
and  self-possession  during  the 
fire,  and  the  secretary  was  em- 
powered to  thank  the  Telegraph 
Company  for  their  gift.  The  re- 
port that  $11,000  had  been  added 
to  the  alumnae  fund  was  follow- 
ed by  a  motion  to  adjourn. 

G.  L.  J.,  'oo. 


The  Pitcher  and  the  Pitcher's 
Child. 

The   pitcher   and   the    pitcher's 
child 
Sit  on  my  kitchen  shelf; 
The   mamma-pitcher's    old    and 

mild, 
The  little  pitcher's  very  wild, 
They're  neither  truly  delft. 

The  mamma-pitcher  says,   "My 
dear, 
Be  true  to  your  real  self; 
Don't  try  young  pitcher's  to  en- 
thrall, 
For  soon  or  late,  they  one  and  all 
Will  find  you  are  not  delft." 

Be    grateful    for    your    kitchen 
shelf ; 

Remember,  saucy  jade, 
The  very  dipper's  not  more  new, 
Than  is  your  shiny  coat  of  blue 

You're  just  a  trick  of  trade. 

But    if    you    keep    your    proper 
place, 
As   imitations   should, 
All  chinaware  will  gladly  say, 
"Although  she's  made  of  falsest 
clay, 
Her  soul  is  truly  good !" 

G.  F.  W.,  '04. 
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Saturday,  April  5. 

At  what  unholy  hour  of  dawn 

Persistent  jangles  Taylor  bell, 

To  hours  of  ceaseless  weary  toil 

It  calls  us  with  funereal  knell. 

What'er  the  gods  of  sleep  may  say, 
We  must  not  lose  another  day. 

When  centuries  of  Lab.  are  o'er 

I  sit  me  down  and  chew  my  quill, 
Concocting  horrors  by  the  score, 
To  satisfy  the  rabid  Phil. 

Though  all  contributors  were  dead, 
That  hungry  monster  must  be  fed. 

Dinner  done,  for  hours  more 

We  editors,  with  sleepy  eyes, 
Slave  and  nod,  and  read  and  snore, 
And  Monday's  lessons  tyrannize. 
Eleven  sounds.    The  day  is  done, 
I  seek  my  bed  with  weary  moan. 

Envoi. 

"The  world  is  so  full  of  a  number  of  things 
I  am  sure  we  should  all  be  as  happy  as  kings." 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 
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Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.   Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


go2  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  S.  SAMUEL 

1623  CHESTNUT  STREET 


IMPORTER    OF 


French  Models,  Hats,  Bonnets 
and  Toques 

Novelties  in  Neck  Raff 

COMPLETE  ASSORTMENT  OF  STIFF 
HATS,  TRIMMED  TAILOR  HATS, 
WALKING   HATS  AND   GOLF    HATS 


ffl 
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Scbreiber  it  Kerr 
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i  yoions!0fMTorninf.w73alk- 

®  ing,  Traveling,  Yachting, 

&  and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 

jg  Sports  and  Pastimes    ■£  &  *£  <£•  &  £ 


Ladies'  Tailors 


C9 


W 


1529 

CHESTNUT 
STREET 


Philadelphia  \$> 
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^ 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Optician 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
Broad.  Street  Station 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of- 


FURS 


AND 


HATS 

For  Young  Ladies 
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Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472,474,476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     GarSSfSSSST& 


DEE 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 


Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery ,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin    Underwear 

12 14  Chestnut  Street 


WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 

daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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B00ks  and™ 

Stationery 


<& 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  En  graving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  and  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co. 

<***■— OPTICIANS 
J010  CHESTNUT  STREET 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

/\cClee's  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


|l>ichlFe§  and 

The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

«£       Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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127  So.  12th  St. 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

^  Chiropodist      Manicure 


First-Class 
Appointments 


DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM  ? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY — =^ 

BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

TKe  Biyn  SDawr  PAarmacies 

OLDESTAND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    All  kinds 
of  Stationery.      Prescriptions  a    Specialty. 

GOODS   DELIVERED  PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

E.  K.  WILSON  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists   in    Fine    Shoe    Repairing    and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundry,  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


FENNER'S,  Lancaster   Av*» 

CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .-.      V      .'.      ••■ 

Home-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 

BRINTON  BROS. 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  27  Worth  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 

iai  North  Ninth  St.,  f>  .  '  *  __  _.  _ 
Phila.,  Pa.,  also  39  COStUITiCrS 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y.     >"'*'*'**■■■■*'■  ** 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


flvil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3943-49  market  St. 

Philadelphia :::::: 

-PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 


The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 


THE  ROUTE  OF 


The    Pennsylvania 
Limited 


THE  MOST  PERFECT  RAILWAY 
TRAIN  OF  THIS  PROGRESSIVE 
AGE      .-.     v     .'.     v     .-.     v     .-.     v 


RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 

New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis         ^^^^^^^^^^ 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every   Home    Comfort 


J. 

B. 

HUTCHINSON 

Gen.  Manager 

GEO.  W. 

Asst 

J.  R 
BOYD 

.  Gen.  Pass. 

WOOD 

Gen.  Pass. 
Ag't. 

Ag't. 

■P.  N.  Degerberg 


'..14 j  I  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Ladies'  Callor 


ESTABLISHED    1850 

BROADBENT  GO. 
^     flrfiStS  and 

Photographers 

HJ5  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 

Portraiture  in  plain  photography,  crayon, 
water  color  or  pastel  frorn  life  or  by  copy. 
Landscape,  or  interior  work.  Grouping 
indoor  or  in  the  open  air.  Only  the  best 
work  at  reasonable  prices.' 

Special  Rates  to  Students 


JOHN  S.  TROWER, 

Caterer  and  Confectioner, 

5706  MAIN  STREET, 

Telephone  Connection.  Germantown,  Phil*. 


...THE., 

Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

CAPITAL,    $2 50,000 

President,  A.  A.  HIRST- 

Vice-President,  W.  H.  RAMSEY 
and^asSer,    JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES 


mm 


1&.13B3 


SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

An  unequaled*  combination  -of 
comfort  aYid  economy  . 


WOMEN'S    CALFSKIN 
BLUCHERS  — Heavy 

Sole,  Extension  Edge 


WO/TEN'S  CALFSKIN 
LACE  BOOT— Dull  Tops, 
Extra  Heavy  Sole,  Ex- 
tension Edge      .     .     .     . 


$ 


$ 


5.00 

5.00 


A  fine  assortment  of  Superior  Slippers, 
S3. 50  up.  Special  selection  of  orna- 
ments and  tijmmings  applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference. 


Cousins 


1226' 


— 


Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia,  pa. 
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Editorial. 

Imitation  seems  to  be  essen- 
tially the  order  of  the  day.  Our 
very  earliest  and  simplest  meth- 
ods of  pointing  out  and  getting 
what  we  wanted  were  learned  by 
close  imitation,  and  even  now, 
though  we  might  be  supposed  to 
have  reached  some  degree. of  in- 
dividuality, we  are  still  appro- 
priating words,  tricks  of  expres- 
sion, even  principles  of  life,  and 


we  glory  in  our  borrowings,  how- 
ever gracefully  or  otherwise  they 
may  become  us,  like  proverbial 
jackdaws  in  their  plumes.  Es- 
pecially this  is  true  in  the  world 
of  literature,  our  world,  for- 
sooth !  It  is  becoming  much  the 
fashion  to  write  an  essay  after 
Pater  or  a  triolet  in  the  manner 
of  Austin  Dobson.  Scarcely  a 
modern  story  appears  in  which 
the  vigilant  reader  will  not  dis- 
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cover  an  imitation  of  Henry 
James  or  Maurice  Hewlitt.  Here 
the  very  air  is  full  of  parallels  of 
Meredith,  and  imitations  of  Lamb 
and  Addison.  Would  not  the 
former  turn  a  little  in  his  grave 
could  he  hear  some  of  these  re- 
productions of  his  quaint  Eng- 
lish, or  Addison,  if  he  should 
recognize  our  editions  of  his 
stately  informality !  Oh  well, 
within  these  green  covers,  at 
least,  you  will  find  no  appropria- 
tion of  foreign  methods,  no 
servile  conformity  to  conven- 
tionalities of  words,  phrases,  or 
clauses.  Take  courage,  there- 
fore, let  each  of  us  dive  for  her- 
self deep  in  the  inky  well  of  au- 
thorship. Who  knows  but  writ- 
ers to  come  may  imitate  the  style 
of  The  Philistine! 


Trophy  Club. 

At  the  request  of  the  Trophy 
Club,  The  Philistine  prints  the 
following  list  of  desired  "tro- 
phies," and  requests  that  all  pres- 
ent and  past  students  of  Bryn 
Mawr  College  will  do  their  best  to 
fill  the  vacancies  that  now  exist  in 
the  Trophy  Collection.  Any  who 
wish  to  make  contributions  may 
send  them  to  Miss  M.  G. 
Thomas,  President,  or  to  Miss 
G.  L.  Jones,  Secretary  of  the 
Club. 

La.nterns  Wanted. 

'90,  '94.  '97.  '98. 

Programs  Wanted. 
Sophomore  Plays. 
'89  to  '90,  '95  to  '96,  '96  to  '97. 


Freshman  Plays. 

'90  to  '89,  '98  to  '97,  1901  to  1900, 
1902  to  1901,  1904  to  1903. 

The  club  has  no  play  programs  other 
than  those  of  the  class  plays. 

Junior — Senior  Supper  Cards. 

'91  to  '90,  '90  to  '89,  '94  to  '93,  '97  to 
'96,  '98  to  '97,  '99  to  '98,  1900  to  '99, 
1 90 1  to  1900. 

Class  Supper  Cards. 

At  present  the  club  has  just  one, 
from  the  '95  Senior  Supper. 

Glee  Club  Programs. 

The  club  has  only  the  programs  of 
the  Spring  of  1901,  March  10,  '98,  and 
April  8,  1901.  The  club  has  not  a  copy 
of  the  Glee  Club  Song  Book  printed  in 
the  Spring  of  '99. 

Photographs. 
Class  Pictures  Wanted. 

'90.  '9i.  '94,  '96,  '98.  '99- 

Play  Pictures  Wanted. 

'89,  '90,  '93,  '94,  '95,  '96,  '97,  '98,  '99, 
1900,  190  j,  1902,  1903. 

Basket  Ball  Pictures  Wanted. 

'97.  '98.  '99,  1900,  1901,  1902  and 
'Varsity  for  '96, '97,  '98,  '99,  1900,  1902. 

Seals  Wanted. 

'90,  '91,  '93,  '94,  '95,  '96,  '97,  '98, 
'99,  1900,  1902,  1903,  1904,  1905. 

G  L.  J.,  '00. 


College  Notes. 

A  most  vivid  picture  of  "Child 
Labor  in  the  South"  was  pre- 
sented to  us  on  April  7,  by  Miss 
MacFadden.  The  lecture  was 
given  under  the  auspices  of  the 
College   Settlement  Association. 

On  April  15,  Miss  Abby 
Kirk  spoke  to  the  students  in 
Chapel,  on  Miss  Tseuda's  school 
in  Japan. 
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Mr.  Henry  Sedgwick,  of  New 
York,  is  delivering  a  series  of 
lectures  on  Italian  literature.  The 
first  was  on  Goldoni,  the  second 
on  Mauzoni  and  Mazzini,  and 
the  third  and  last  (April  23) 
will  be  on  Carducci  and  the  Bi- 
sorgimento. 

$1,000  each  has  been  received 
for  the  Library  Fund  from 
Anna  Phillips,  Charley  Mitchell 
and  Katherine  Barton.  Miss 
Thomas  now  has  either  in  hand 
or  promised,  $164,000. 

The  spring  College  reception 
took  place  on  April  18. 

On  April  11,  Mrs.  Jacobi 
spoke  in  the  Chapel,  under  the 
auspices  of  the  De  Rebus  Club, 
on  "Professor  Munsterburg  on 
Women." 

It  is  requested  that  anyone 
who  wishes  to  live  at  the  Bryn 
Mawr  Club,  in  New  York,  next 
winter,  will  apply  to  the  Club,  at 
138  East  Fortieth  street. 


Notice. 

The  College  breakfast  will  be 
held  in  the  Gymnasium  on  Wed- 
nesday, June  the  fourth,  at  12.00 
noon.  The  tickets  will  be  one 
dollar  and  may  be  obtained  not 
later  than  May  seventeenth,  from 
Katharine  R.  Custis,  28  Pem- 
broke East. 


Vestis  Virum  Facit. 

T'other  night  I  went  to  dine 
with  my  old  friend,  Jack  Cleri- 
cus,  a  handsome  parson  of  no 
mean  repute,  who,  despite  the 
multitudes  of  caps  that  have  been. 


set  in  his  direction,  yet  remains 
a  bachelor  at  five  and  forty.  I 
had  long  believed  him  hardened 
against  the  blandishments  of  wo- 
man, insomuch  that  I  was  vastly 
amazed  to  perceive  him  change 
color  on  my  inquiring  of  him 
concerning  his  cook,  the  dis- 
course having  chanced  to  fall 
upon  some  particularities  of  the 
dinner.  My  friend  desired  me 
in  a  whisper  to  refrain  further 
words  till  the  servant  had  with- 
drawn, and  then  on  a  sudden 
burst  forth  as  follows:  "My 
cook,  Nell,"  says  he,  "has  worn 
naught  but  sober,  dun-colored 
clothes  these  ten  years  past  and 
has  each  morning  received  my 
orders,  delivered  from  my  desk, 
with  fitting  meekness  and  ser- 
vility. But,"  he  continued,  "a 
few  da3's  since,  her  coming  was 
heralded  by  a  step  of  unwonted 
firmness,  and  her  appearance  dis- 
covered her  attired  in  a  strange 
garment,  all  stripes  and  slants 
and  geometric  patterns." 

"Surely,"  says  I,  "you  would 
not  grudge  to  your  paragon  the 
indulging  of  her  taste." 

"Nay,"  he  replied,  "that  is  pre- 
cisely what  has  accomplished  the 
undoing  of  my  paragon ;  for 
when  she  comes  before  me  in 
such  array,  I  cannot,"  says  he, 
"decide  between  an  orange  and 
an  oyster." 

I  asked  whether  Nell  were  not 
still  docile  enough,  but  was  an- 
swered that  she  had  changed  her 
"humor  with  her  habit;  and  bul- 
lied her  master  into  wild  fan- 
tasies of  diet,  in  correspondence 
with  the  zig-zags  of  her  pinafore. 
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Upon  returning  home  I  fell 
Into  a  profound  meditation  upon, 
dress ;  and  reflected  how,  though 
the  poet  declares,  "The  apparel 
oft  proclaims  the  man,"  conceiv- 
ing the  outer  garment  to  serve 
but  as  an  index  of  the  soul  within ; 
yet  'tis  more  like  to  be  the  man 
that  is  affected  by  his  raiment. 
Or,  as  I  may  translate  the  Latin 
proverb  that  stands  at  the  head 
of  this  paper,  "Fine  feathers 
make  fine  birds." 

I  have  a  mind  to  persuade  my 
readers  of  the  truth  of  these  my 
speculations.  I  must  here  take 
notice  of  the  fair  Belinda,  a 
young  lady  of  fashion,  whom  it 
has  lately  been  my  fortune  to 
observe. 

There  is  not  a  morning  passes 
that  Belinda  is  not  seen  upon 
the  golf  course.  She  is  dressed 
in  a  skirt  of  a  monstrous  plaid 
that  gives  below  a  view  of  boots 
scarce  less  than  two  feet  broad ; 
and  her  hat  inclines  severely 
upon  her  nose.  None  indeed  can 
doubt  what  this  costume  por- 
tends for  Belinda's  disposition  of 
mind.  With  what  a  manly  air 
does  she  swing  her  club  and  cry, 
"Caddie,  here's  a  dainty  lie !" 

I  am  not  ignorant  that  were 
you  not  forewarned  you  would 
never  discover  this  mannish 
creature  in  the  demure  maid, 
who,  in  the  afternoon,  sits  pen- 
sively beneath  a  leafy  tree.  Her 
soft  and  flowing  gown  denotes  a 
fondness  for  pastoral  simplicity, 
and  her  broad-rimmed  hat  shades 
her  countenance  with  a  very 
pretty  grace. 

She  discourses  not  at  all,  ex- 


cept it  be  of  whispering  breezes, 
of  purling  streams,  or  of  the 
griefs  of  lovers,  and  if  her  after- 
noon garb  accommodates  her  to 
the  softer  virtues  of  womankind, 
Belinda  at  an  evening  ball 
assumes  the  lighter  graces  and 
fopperies  common  to  her  sex. 
How  sweetly  doth  her  coquettish 
air  accord  with  her  frills  and  fur- 
belows !  And  how  gayly  she 
trips  about  upon  her  partner's 
arm,  and  languishes  over  her 
fan! 

In  a  word,  if  I  am  not  out  in 
my  guesses,  it  is  Belinda's  gowns 
that  effect  such  a  show  of  dif- 
ference in  her  disposition.  In 
the  same  manner,  I  should  sus- 
pect "dress  makes  the  man,"  a 
maxim  applicable  to  the  general- 
ity of  cases.  I  have  not,  in  this 
paper,  dwelt  upon  masculine 
attire,  but  I  may  remark,  by  the 
way,  that  many  a  pretty  fellow 
who  prides  himself  upon  the 
figure  he  cuts  in  the  world  would 
speedily  find  his  wits  do  no  more 
than  conform  to  his  situation, 
were  he  deprived  of  his  black 
coat  and  encased  in  the  rags  of 
a  beggar. 

Yet,  as  it  is  chiefly  of  the  fair 
that  I  am  a  professed  admirer,  it 
is  to  them  that  I  would  address 
my  warning;  and  would  beg 
them,  since  they  must  transform 
their  characters  with  their  frocks, 
to  cherish  as  nice  a  care  as  doth 
Belinda  to  secure  by  their  ap- 
parel a  predominance  of  those 
feminine  qualities  which  are 
most  ornamental  to  their  sex  and 
most  pleasing  to  the  hearts  of 
men, 
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The   Faithful  History  of  My 
Fall. 

To  this  day  the  sight  of  a 
chocolate  drop  is  painful  to  me ; 
not  because  I  do  not  like  choco- 
late drops,  but  because  they  are 
the  emblem  of  my  childhood's 
greatest  crime. 

A  brand-new  cousin  came  to 
spend  Fourth  of  July  with  us 
and  brought  a  huge  box  of 
candy,  such  confections  as  our 
marveling  eyes  had  never  before 
beheld ;  there  were  round  ones, 
and  flat  ones,  creamy  ones  and 
transparent  ones,  there  were 
brown  and  green  and  pink  and 
silver  ones,  all  sweet  and  sticky 
and  delightful-looking,  and  cal- 
culated to  gladden  the  hearts  of 
the  six  of  us.  We  gauged  our 
new-found  relatives  by  the  pres- 
ents they  brought,  so  it  was  not 
surprising  that  we  loved  this 
dear  old  lady  immediately  with 
all  the  ardor  of  youth. 

We  were  allotted  two  candies 
apiece  for  ourselves,  and  one 
each  for  the  gardener's  son  as 
part  payment  for  our  many  ob- 
ligations to  that  individual;  for 
he  had  dug  us  worms  by  the 
yard  for  our  fishing  trips,  and 
was  always  ready  to  share  his 
chewing  gum, — indeed,  while  he 
did  not  profess  poetic  ability,  his 
largeness  of  soul  justified  his 
name,  William  Shakespeare,  Jr. 
Alas !  he  was  destined  to  fall  in 
my  estimation  that  very  day. 
But  to  return  to  the  candy. 

The  boys  selected  the  larger 
pieces  ;  we  girls  chose  for  quality 
rather  than  quantity.  The  others 
went  out,  and  I,  alone  in  the  hall, 


stood  gazing  at  my  choice  for 
Willy,  a  mysterious  cone-shaped 
creation  of  chocolate.  Could  it 
be  the  same  all  through?  What 
might  be  its  inner  nature?  A 
violent  curiosity  assailed  me,  and 
in  the  spirit  of  righteous  inves- 
tigation, from,  I  protest,  purely 
scientific  motives,  I  took  a  tiny 
nibble  at  the  top.  It  was  white 
inside! 


I  was  genuinely  surprised  to 
find  the  whole  gone. 


"Hello!  Why  didn't  you  go 
out  with  the  others  and  give 
Willy  his  candy?" 

Uncle  Henry  stood  in  the  par- 
lor door  smilingly  surveying  me. 

I  miserably  twisted  my  hat  by 
the  elastic;  I  shifted  from  one 
foot  to  the  other;  but  I  did  not 
answer. 

"Hey?  Where  is  Willy's 
candy  anyway?" 

(Ye  gods !  How  did  grown 
people  know  things  ?  There  was 
magic  in  it.) 

I  was  fairly  cornered;  I  had 
never  told  a  lie  for  pure  lack  of 
imagination,  necessity  now 
proved  the  mother  of  a  simple 
invention. 

"In  my  pocket,"  I  stammered. 

"In  your  pocket,  hey?  Take 
it  out  and  let's  see  it." 

"My  pocket's  too  small  for  my 
hand,"  I  answered  inspired.  This 
statement,  like  the  stories  I  read, 
was  "founded  on  fact." 

"Well,  I  guess  it  isn't  too 
small  for  mine,"  and  with  three 
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fingers  he  explored  the  few 
square  inches  of  calico  the  open- 
ing to  which  I  found  too  small 
for  my  round,  fat  hand. 

"It  isn't  here." 

I  looked  up;  there  stood  the 
whole  family  in  the  doorway,  a 
sea  of  faces  gazing  at  me,  a  mul- 
titude of  bulging  distorted  eyes 
and  leering,  grinning  mouths, 
like  an  evil  dream.  Harry  en- 
tered, took  in  the  situation,  and 
with  a  derisive  shout  and  child- 
hood's inherent  meanness  ran  to 
tell  the  others.  Even  Willy 
would  know  my  shame.  Earth 
could  hold  nothing  more  of  joy 
for  me ;  why  did  it  not  open  and 
swallow  me? 

There  was  a  buzzing  in  my 
ears  and  a  twirling  in  my  brain. 
I  caught  my  breath  hard. 

"I  ate  it,"  I  said. 

I  stood  before  them  all  ar- 
raigned, accused,  confessedly  a 
thief  and  a  liar. 

I  was  not  punished.  The  con- 
tempt of  the  other  five,  and 
Willy's  jeering,  "Say!  where's 
my  candy  ?"  monotonously  shout- 
ed after  me  for  a  week  (indeed 
the  little  monster  got  more  joy 
from  his  revenge  than  a  thousand 
candies  would  have  brought 
him),  were  deemed  sufficient.  I 
never  told  another  lie,  and  never 
knowingly  infringed  another's 
rights;  and  to  the  carping  few 
who  may  say  that  my  motives 
for  veracity  and  high  living  were 
not  of  the  highest,  I  would  add 
that  I  firmly  believe  them  as 
high  as  any  child's. 

C.  D.  L.,  '03. 


Dick  Doughty. 

Ere    yet    the    "Jersey    medder 
lands" 
Were  drained  and  spoiled  by 
useless  ditches; 
Dick  Doughty  dwelt  among  the 
sands, 
Renowned  for  thrift  and  hard- 
won  riches. 
A  roadhouse  his  of  honest  fame, 
W'hereat  for  breakfast  and  for 
dinner, 
Sea  food  of  every  savory  name 
Was  sought  alike  by  saint  and 
sinner. 

The  drummers  through  the  coun- 
try-side 
Proclaimed     the     might     of 
"Hanner's"  cooking; 
Her  cleanliness  could  well  divide 
Its  praise  with  those  for  com- 
fort looking. 
For  this  and  that  the  house  was 
fanned, 
In  August  by  the  breath  of 
ocean. 
Though   hot   around   it   burned 
the  sand, 
We    came, — with    intermixed 
emotion. 

For     strange     the     place,     and 
stranger  still 
To  me  Dick  Doughty  and  his 
horses ; 
Day-long  he  bargained  for  them, 
till 
He    must    have    dreamed    of 
racing-courses. 
Entranced  I  heard,  as  children 
do, 
His    talk    of    trotter    and    of 
pacer, 
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And   wondered   at  the   lore   he 
knew 
That  marked  the  roadster  from 
the  racer. 

Though  much  I  marveled  one  so 
wise 
Knew  naught  of  reading  or  of 
writing ; 
Must  call  to  "Hanner"  from  her 
pies 
To  help  him  with  a  sale's  in- 
diting. 
One  day  at  length  my  childish 
aid 
I  proffered :  "Might  I  read  his 
journal 
Aloud  to  him?"  He  amply  paid 
My  service  with  a  ride  diur- 
nal. 

Nor  fear  had  I ;  his  twenty  stone 
Loomed  up  a  mountain  of  pro- 
tection, 
When    o'er    salt    meadows    we 
alone 
Drove  in  the  rising  tide's  di- 
rection. 
Though     shuddering     tales     he 
knew  to  tell, 
Of     horsemen    drowned     for 
want  of  bridges ; 
In  winter  when  the  ocean  swell, 
Surged    inland    to    the    white 
sand  ridges. 

His    seventy    years    from    seven 
endured 
The    most    tyrannic    interfer- 
ings; 
For   "Hanner's"  birthday   I   se- 
cured 
A  cashmere  shawl  in  lieu  of 
earrings ; 


Renamed  the  colts ;  the  two-year 
old, 
Black   Ned,   was   Roland   for 
my  pleasure ; 
And  tales  of  Captain  Kidd  he 
told, 
And  where  to  dig  for  Spanish 
treasure. 


Ah   me!     My   friend  has   long 
since  paid 
The  common  debt  of  our  ex- 
istence ; 
The    sea    that    never    yet    was 
stayed, 
Swept  him  away  without  re- 
sistance. 
The  meadow-lands  are  changed 
for  me 
And  saddened  in  the  strangest 
manner, 
And  much  I  miss  beside  the  sea 
Dick  Doughty  and  his  faithful 
"Hanner." 


M.  E.  T.,  '04. 
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Idealism  Versus  the  Ideal. 

On  Saturday,  April  19,  Pro- 
fessor Santayana  addressed  the 
Philosophical  Club,  on  "Idealism 
Versus  the  Ideal."  Mr.  Santay- 
ana's  paper  was  quite  unlike  any- 
thing that  has  been  read  to  the 
Club  in  the  memory  of  any  of  its 
present  members.  The  essay 
was  in  the  form  of  a  dialogue 
with  Socrates  in  Dante's  Limbo. 
In  poetic  and  graceful  style  Mr. 
Santayana  made  most  subtle 
criticisms,  and  drew  most  dis- 
cerning portraits.  The  hearer 
was  carried  back  again  and  again 
to  Milton's  lines : 

"How  charming  is  divine  philos- 
ophy, 

Not  harsh  and  crabbed  as  dull 
fools  suppose, 

But  musical  as  is  Apollo's  lute." 

Impossible  as  it  is  to  show  in 
a  few  lines  the  consummate 
charm  and  beauty  of  Mr.  Santay- 
ana's  essay,  we  will  yet  give  what 
may  scarcely  be  called  more  than 
a  few  condensed  quotations, 
which  will  indicate  the  trend  of 
Socrates'  criticism  of  modern 
transcendental  speculation. 

"Can  you  tell  me,"  Socrates 
answered,  "what  you  mean  by 
the  problem  of  knowledge,  for 
my  thoughts  are  not  clear  upon 
that  point  and  I  am  not  sure 
that  I  am  able  to  understand  you. 
If  the  genesis  of  the  world  be 
by  a  process  of  thought,  the  pres- 
ence of  that  world  to  thought  is 
indeed  involved  in  its  genesis  and 
needs    no    further    explanation ; 


but  how  is  that  presence  knowl- 
edge? It  is  not  the  presence  of 
thoughts  that  makes  knowledge, 
but  rather  the  utility  of  their 
presence.  And  the  problem  of 
knowledge  is  not  that  artificial 
and  retrospective  one  about  the 
primordial  articulation  of  our 
dream,  but  the  practical  and  pro- 
gressive problem  of  applying 
that  dream  to  its  own  better- 
ment and  transforming  it  into 
the  instrument  and  seat  of  a 
stable  happiness.  Such  happi- 
ness is,  to  my  mind,  the  natural 
fruit  and  the  natural  test  of 
knowledge. 

"The  German  philosophy  re- 
minds me  of  the  science  of 
Cratylus,  the  grammarian.  He 
came  from  Asia  and  spoke  in- 
different Greek,  and  had  no  com- 
mand of  eloquence  and  little  ac- 
quaintance with  politics  and  re- 
ligion. But  to  his  pupils  he  dis- 
closed marvelous  secrets  touch- 
ing the  structure  and  origin  of 
discourse,  secrets  which  they  had 
never  suspected  to  be  the  expla- 
nation and  condition  of  conven- 
tional eloquence.  .  .  .  But 
Cratylus,  while  he  carried  his 
pupils  back  in  these  speculations 
to  pre-historic  times  and  taught 
them  to  conceive  the  tensions 
and  subtle  interdependencies  by 
which  discourse  is  made  possible 
and  significant,  could  not  himself 
compose  a  speech  or  a  poem  or  a 
history  worth  writing  down. 
When  he  spoke  of  human  affairs 
he  was,  in  his  language,  an  in- 
tolerable pedant,  while  his 
thoughts  turned  out  to  be  puerile 
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and  vague.  Accordingly,  al- 
though Cratylus  was  generally 
acknowledged  to  be  the  most  pro- 
found of  grammarians,  no 
Athenian  would  have  entrusted 
him  with  the  general  education 
of  his  sons ;  for  the  curious 
knowledge  he  might  have  im- 
parted would  not  have  given 
young  men  a  liberal  mind  nor  a 
quick  and  ingenious  judgment 
about  the  better  and  the  worse. 

"A  similar  judgment,  I  be- 
lieve, would  have  been  passed 
upon  your  German  philosophers 
if  they  had  appeared  at  Athens  in 
my  time.  A  superstitious  habit 
has  long  prevailed  among  you 
which  leads  you  to  look  to  the 
origin  of  things  with  awe  and  to 
the  uses  of  things  with  contempt. 
You  have  been  taught  to  regard 
criticism  as  the  chief  function  of 
deity,  and  consequently  the  basis 
and  genesis  of  experience  can 
pass  for  a  while  among  you  for 
a  sufficient  philosophy.  We 
should  have  listened  for  a  mo- 
ment to  your  embryology  of  rea- 
son, but  we  should  have  pro- 
ceeded without  interruption  to 
train  ourselves  in  the  positive 
functions  of  life  and  art.  We 
Greeks  were  worshipers  of  the 
young  and  glorious  gods,  Zeus, 
Apollo,  and  Athena,  not  of  their 
gigantic  and  nebulous  ancestors, 
Night,  Chaos,  Strife,  and  Love ; 
for  we  understood  that  the 
hidden  foundations  of  things 
have  no  other  dignity  or  value 
than  that  which  they  acquire  by 
supporting  the  superstructure. 


"The  old  Heraclitus  was  a 
great  philosopher  in  his  sphere, 
and  full  of  profundity;  and  so  I 
believe  was  the  new  Heraclitus 
(Hegel)  too.  But  they  both 
limped  in  the  same  leg;  they 
were  both  physical  philosophers 
only.  .  .  .  Whether  Hegel's 
science,  which  is  physical  only, 
be  true  or  not  you  must  inquire 
of  his  fellow-historians,  for  I 
have  no  right  to  speak  upon  such 
matters ;  but  that  his  science  is 
not  moral  science,  you  may,  if 
you  like,  accept  upon  my  testi- 
mony; for  a  father  should  know 
his  own  child.     .     .     . 

"Your  religion  was  a  cosmol- 
ogy and  a  theology  in  which 
moral  science  was  a  submerged 
element,  distorted  and  obscured 
by  that  submersion.  The  ideal 
of  knowing  things  as  they  are 
was  defeated  among  you  by  the 
other  ideal  of  making  things  as 
they  ought  to  be ;  and  the  fan- 
tastic physics  which  resulted  con- 
fused, in  turn,  your  natural  con- 
science and  taught  it  to  lean 
upon  material  supports.  You 
became  in  this  way  idealists  in 
physics  and  realists  in  morals,  so 
that  in  neither  department  had 
your  philosophy  any  reality  or 
truth." 

Such  is  the  criticism  which 
Mr.  Santayana  puts  into  the 
mouth  of  Socrates.  The  Phil- 
istine regrets  that  space  will 
not  permit  him  to  give  the  strik- 
ing picture  of  Schopenhauer, 
with  "his  deeply-shaded  and 
piercing  eyes,  the  home  of  the 
Idea,"  "his  massive  neck,  formid- 
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able  jaw,  and  large  and  bitter 
mouth"  which  "seem  to  manifest 
the  will,  blind,  self-enchained 
and  infinite ;  of  Kant,  "relegated 
to  the  region  of  those  empty 
principles  to  which  he  wished  to 
subject  his  life;"  of  Fichte, 
"seeking  to  recover  the  memory 
of  the  creation  and  to  write  the 
autobiography  of  the  Absolute ;" 
of  Hegel,  the  "new  Heraclitus." 
Space  alone  stops  him,  for  left 
to  his  own  will  he  would  quote 
the  paper  from  beginning  to  end, 
omitting  not  one  of  the  happy 
phrases,  not  one  sentence  of  the 
exquisite  essay. 

G.  L.  J.,  'oo. 


Apologia  pro  non  Scribendo 

Epistula. 

Beloved  Editor. — I  appreciate 
thy  dire  need.  Have  we  not 
once  already  heard  many  times 
thy  distress  and  lack  mentioned? 
The  tragic  emptiness  of  The 
Philistine  larder  is  it  not  in- 
deed, moreover,  a  source  always 
of  lamenting  and  bewailing 
throughout  these  academic  pre- 
cincts ?  Have  we  not  too  often  be- 
sides read  column  upon  column 
of  mighty  trash  concerning  that 
same  need  of  proof?  Dost  thou 
not  realize  that  no  issue  of  thy 
erudite  periodical  lacks  its  article 
on  the  editorial  difficulties  ?  Yet 
once  again  already  have  we  not 
read  line  upon  line  and  verse 
upon  verse  of  poems  most  ob- 
viously produced  at  bayonet's 
point  by  suffering  contributors, 
whose  one  thought  to  fill  up  the 
Phil. — so  they  jocosely  name 
thy  dignified  publication — they 
thereupon  express  in  words  we 
hesitate  to  think  rhyme?  Have 
not  I,  even  I,  unworthy  though  I 
be,  been  locked  up  indeed  already 
once  within  thy  proper  sanctum, 
and  more,  thy  pen  in  hand,  been 
forced,  yea,  even  I !  been  coerced 
with  language  as  fearful  as  thy 
mighty  strength  to  spin  out  the 
thread  of  my  discourse  on  many 
sheets,  that  the  ravenous  printer, 
of  whom  indeed  so  much  already 
we  have  heard,  might  get  his 
"phil  ?"  Canst  thou  then  send  to 
me  with  pleading  and  beseeching 
to  extract  from  my  yet-once- 
already-squeezed-  dry  brain 
words,  words,  words,  and  ever 
again     yet     more     words,     to 
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supply  thy  monstrous  demand? 
What  indeed  know  I  of  sup- 
ply and  demand?  I,  who  could 
not  forsooth !  supply  sufficient 
economic  material  on  a  late 
occasion  to  satisfy  the  demands 
of  a  paltry  sixty  marks!  Nor 
yet  indeed  enough  English 
words  to  satisfy  the  demands  of 
the  German  text  upon  a  still  later 
occasion,  which,  indeed  truly 
with  bated  breath  I  mention !  In 
the  face  of  these  tragic  facts,  O 
beloved  editor,  canst  thou  yet 
continue  still  already  thy  insist- 
ence upon  my  aid  ?  Gladly  would 
I  see  my  initials  printed  in  thy 
honorable  sheet,  O  editor!  But 
yet  inc'.eed  how  little  my  energies 
can  I  spend  upon  such  honor 
bearing  endeavor  when  there  is 
before  me  ever  and  anon  May 
10.  O  significant  date! — and  a 
German  oral,  which  shrieks 
words,  words,  words,  and  ever 
again  yet  more  words,  than  even 
thy  Philistine,  until  my  wea- 
ried brain  already  still  reels  with 
adverbs  and  particles  of  which 
indeed  that  language  seems 
chiefly  and  most  industriously 
composed!  Then  in  thy  mercy 
bear  with  mine  infirmities,  O 
wise,  young  judge!  Say  not 
again  to  me  indeed  to  write  for 
thy  paper,  but  yet  still  now  as 
formerly  believe  me 

Ever  thy  obedient  and 
Humble  servant, 
A.  S.  R.,  '02. 


The  Locket. 

Odds  my  life,  what  a  stir  there 
was  in  the  fashionable  world 
when   her  ladyship,    the   young 


Duchess  of  Marylebone  became 
engaged  to  the  eldest  son  of  the 
Earl  of  Gramercy. 

"There  is  a  fine  pair !"  every 
one  whispered,  as  they  walked 
down  the  ball-room  together 
that  night,  she  holding  her 
haughty  young  head  high,  as 
though  bidding  all  the  world  to 
look  and  envy ;  he  seeming  to  say 
that  the  world  was  nothing  to 
him,  for  all  he  wished  in  the 
world,  forsooth,  was  there  by  his 
side.  There  was  much  pleasur- 
able gossip  as  to  the  old  castle 
which  they  would  rebuild,  on  the 
Gramercy  estates,  and  the  shoot- 
ing party  they  would  give  the 
autumn  after  the  wedding.  The 
ladies  wondered  among  them- 
selves whether  the  wedding 
dress  would  be  velvet  or  white 
satin,  and  they  declared  it  was 
a  pity  the  bride  was  so  fair,  for 
the  Gramercy  diamonds  would 
ill-become  her.  The  men  said 
little  of  any  importance,  but 
looked  at  the  Duchess  and 
sighed,  and  it  is  said  that  a  dozen 
or  so  ordered  mourning  bands 
for  their  coatsleeves,  forthwith, 
many  even  wrote  sonnets  and 
rondeaux,  and  graceful  vilan- 
elles,  such  as  this  : 

Lovely  Venus,  yet  more  fair 

Than  she  of  old, 
The  meshes  of  thy  sunny  hair 

Are  snares  untold. 
Oh  why,  since  I  must  live  alone, 

To  take  my  heart,  and  leave  a 
stone ! 

Such  missives  she  read  to  her 
Earl  in  high  glee,  and  he,  treat- 
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ing  them  with  the  contempt  they 
merited,  desired  her  to  put  them 
in  the  coals,  where  they  be- 
longed. She  read  them  over 
again  laughing  at  each  one  more 
than  the  last,  and  some  she  threw 
away  while  others  she  kept. 
Now  belike  these  rhymes  had 
tried  the  Earl's  soul  overmuch, 
for  he  was  not  a  patient  man,  and 
in  them  we  may  seek  a  cause  for 
the   thing  which   happened. 

As  well  as  I  can  recall  it  hap- 
pened at  Lady  Portland's  rout. 
I  cannot  tell,  except  from  hear- 
say, what  was  the  exact  begin- 
ning of  the  quarrel,  for  it  occur- 
red in  one  corner  of  the  ball- 
room, behind  a  dark  \  ;portiere, 
where  they  two  were  sitting 
alone. 

"What  is  that  locket,  sweet?" 
asked  the  Earl,  pointing  to  a  gold 
oval  half-hidden  under  Her 
Grace's  lace.  She  clapped  her 
hand  over  it,  and  blushed  pink. 

"Ah  it  is  nothing — nothing  at 
all,"  she  said,  "at  least,"  she 
added  with  becoming  candor,  "it 
is  only  the  picture  of  an  old 
friend." 

"A  man  ?"  inquired  His  Lord- 
ship, frowning. 

"A  man,"  she  replied,  watch- 
ing the  effect  from  the  corners  of 
her  eyes. 

"I  should  like  to  see  it,"  he 
said. 

"By  no  means,"  the  Duchess 
declared,  and  then  as  an  officer 
in  the  guards  came  opportunely 
to  claim  his  dance,  she  tripped 
away  and  left  His  Lordship  be- 
hind. The  latter  was  in  a  most 
ill  humor  indeed,  and  spoke  to 


no  one  all  that  evening.  The 
Duchess  enjoyed  herself  most 
hugely,  she  danced  and  supped 
and  laughed,  while  her  fiance 
sulked,  and  gossips  talked.  At 
last,  at  the  very  end,  the  Earl 
met  her  at  the  doorway  with  a 
stony  face. 

"It  is  of  course  all  over,"  he 
said  stiffly,  "you  may  consider 
yourself  free  to  marry  the  man 
whom  you  really  love." 

She  pretended  to  wipe  her 
eyes  on  her  lace  handkerchief, 
but  otherwise  the  Duchess'  equa- 
nimity was  not  seriously  ruffled. 

"It  may  be  best,"  she  said, 
sweetly,  and  he  turned  to  go. 

"Since  it  doesn't  matter  now," 
she  added,  "perhaps  I  will  let 
you  see  the  locket." 

"I  have  no  desire  to  see  it,"  he 
declared,  but  none-the-less  he 
watched  closely  while  she  pressed 
the  little  spring,  and  disclosed 
a  portrait  of  himself. 


The  Story  of  the  Well-bred 
Young  Lady  Carrying  a 
Coalhod. 

As  Whatta  Bor  finished  her 
tale,  she  glanced  toward  the  Sul- 
tan with  a  confident  smile,  and 
perceived  for  the  first  time  that 
he  was  buried  in  deep  slumber. 
The  five  maidens  and  the  Visier 
remained  in  embarrassed  silence, 
fearing  to  move,  as  a  week  in 
the  palace  dungeon,  the  confisca- 
tion of  one's  possessions,  the  loss 
of  one's  eyes,  beheading,  and 
perpetual  banishment  were  the 
least  of  the  penalties  resulting  on 
waking  the  Sultan  from  a  nap. 
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At  about  sunset  he  came  to, 
and  beamed  on  the  damsels  with 
the  beam  of  a  man  at  peace  with 
the  world. 

"Maidens,"  said  he,  with  a 
glance  that  generously  included 
them  all,  "you  have  all  related  so 
well  the  adventure,  that  I  can  in 
no  way  decide  the  victor,  there- 
fore I  shall  raise  you  all  to  the 
position  of  Sultana  forthwith. 
Visier,  send  for  five  Imams." 


Denbigh :  An  Obituary. 

When  a  good  man  dies  it  is  the 
custom  for  those  who  knew  him 
best  to  present  an  account  of 
what  he  chiefly  excelled  in,  and 
it  seems  equally  fitting  that  when 
a  good  old  building  loses  its  life, 
those  who  lived  in  it  should  be 
allowed  to  sing  its  praises  with 
impunity.  Though  we  who  had 
moulded  ourselves  under  its 
shadow  professed  to,  think  that 
there  was  and  could  be  "no  other 
hall  but  Denbigh,"  yet  all  the 
time  we  were  firmly  persuaded 
that  there  were  just  four  other 
halls  and  three  small  cottages 
every  whit  as  individual  and  at- 
tractive, and  that  it  was  a  mere 
matter  of  personal  egotism  for  us 
to  insist  that  our  hall  had  any- 
thing more  beautiful  and  con- 
venient in  its  make-up  than  had 
the  other  seven. 

Now  the  case  is  altered  and 
we  are  enjoined  by  the  usages 
of  very  polite  society  to  help  our- 
selves drift  into  the  belief  that 
Denbigh  actually  was  that  Ideal 
to  which  it  so  nearly  approached, 
and    it    is    counted    for    virtue 


among  us  to  bear  in  mind  its 
excellencies  and  forget  its  de- 
fects. 

Small  things  are  commonly 
supposed  to  give  the  most  pleas- 
ure, and  it  is  a  fact  that  a  large 
part  of  the  inhabitants  of  Den- 
bigh drew  their  earliest  satisfac- 
tion from  the  possibility  which 
was  theirs  of  seeing  Taylor  clock 
from  their  beds  instead  of  fumb- 
ling sleepily  under  their  pillows 
for  the  watch  they  had  forgotten 
to  wind  up.  Even  though  that 
clock,  like  all  other  clocks,  some- 
times ran  down,  or  was  subject 
to  fits  of  excitement  and  depres- 
sion, in  which  it  overtook  or 
lagged  behind  the  proper  time  of 
day,  still  the  blame  of  our  chance 
lateness  rested  upon  it  and  not 
us. 

The  proscenium  box  in  the 
dining-room  gave  us  many  a 
stray  hour  of  amusement.  At 
one  o'clock  on  slippery  days  the 
"tumblers"  would  appear  before 
us,  gyrating  down  Taylor  steps 
and  across  the  campus,  on  stormy 
days  the  College  athletes  would 
appear  running  races  with  the 
rain  or  wrestling  with  the  wind, ' 
while  the  daintiest  damsels 
stepped  properly  over  the  pud- 
dles and  hid  their  heads  de- 
murely beneath  their  capes.  Such 
were  the  pastimes  that  came- to 
break  upon  our  quiet,  happy  life. 

For  the  rest,  looking  back  and 
comparing  Denbigh  with  her  sis- 
ter halls,  which  fate  has  lately 
led  us  to  frequent,  we  feel  sure 
that  nowhere  else  does  the  morn- 
ing triangle  clang  with  so  sub- 
dued a  sound,  that  nowhere  else 
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are  stairs  as  short  and  window- 
panes  as  clean  as  they  used  to  be 
in  that  now  lifeless  hulk.  To 
put  it  briefly  the  sun  seemed  to 
shine  with  a  quite  particular 
friendliness  on  that  precise  spot, 
and  there  alone  on  all  the  campus 
the  March  winds  tempered  to  a 
moderate  gale.  It  was  undoubt- 
edly the  favored  of  nature  and  of 
men  and  as  such  we  mourn  its 
loss,  while  at  the  same  time  we 
look  forward  to  its  speedy  pres- 
ence among  us  again.  Like  the 
Phoenix,  we  trust,  it  has  simply 
put  off  its  outward  decorations 
for  a  time  and  will  rise  more 
splendid  from  its  ashes. 


Misunderstood. 

I  wish  I'd  been  a  man-o'-war, 
And  gone  way  out  to  sea, 

With  soldiers,  guns  and  cannon- 
balls 
All  stowed  a-board  of  me. 

But  here  I  have  to  stay  at  home 

And  be  a  silly  toy, 
And   sail   around   and   round    a 
tub, 

To  please  a  little  boy. 

I've  mastered  all  the  battle-lines, 
The  codes  I  know  by  heart, 

I'd  shoot  and  hold  my  engines, 
till 
My  timbers  dropped  apart. 

But  oh,  I  sail  the  tub  all  day, 
I'm  put  away  all  night, 


And  no  one  hears  me  beat  my 
sails 
In  eagerness  to  fight. 

I'd  like  to  be  a  punt; 

Then  life  is  much  more  free, — 
They  have  real  oars  and  anchor- 
ropes  ; 

A  red  string  tethers  me. 

They're      varnished      up      and 
painted, 
Till  their  leaks  begin  to  show, 
And  then  set  out  in  folks'  back 
yards, 
And    filled    with    plants    that 
grow. 

When    I'm    all    sprung,    they'll 
throw  me  out; 

No  flowers  for  me,  I  fear, 
No  marigolds  or  hollyhocks, 

To  grow  up  year  by  year, 

And  bring  a  little  bit  of  joy 
To  please  a  disappointed  toy. 

G.  F.  W.,  '04. 


Verse. 

Had  I  the  clock  in  Taylor  Hall 
(Such    a     large    amount    of 
time!) 
And    not    a    watch    that's    very 
small, 
And  loses  while  I  rhyme, 
I'm  sure  I'd  idle  all  day  long 
And  think  it  not  a  crime, 
But  Taylor  always  busy  is, 
Tho'  she  has  so  much  time. 
E.  D.  F,  '03. 
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Class  Pinsand  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.  Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


902  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  S.  SAMUEL 

1623  CHESTNUT  STREET 


IMPORTER    OF 


French  Models,  Hats,  Bonnets 

and  Toques 

Novelties  in  Neck  Ruff 

COMPLETE  ASSORTMENT  OF  STIFF 
HATS,  TRIMMED  TAILOR  HATS, 
WALKING   HATS   AND  GOLF    HATS 


Scfordber  &  Kerr 


-*-H 


J^PJ^J 


HJ-*s- 


for  Morning  "Wear,  Walk- 
ing, Traveling,  Yachting, 
and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 
Sports  and  Pastimes     &  *&  £•  J&  £•  J& 


Ladies'  Tailors 


1529 

CHESTNUT 
STREET 

Philadelphia 


€KS€^€''€:S^€i^i€^lSiS18€€i^€^'€^^€i$'^i$;€,'€5$^^!^i€i$i^< 


Kodaks 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Optician 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
Broad  Street  Station 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of- 


FURS 


AND 


HATS 

For  Young  Ladies 
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Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472, 474, 476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  a?id 
M2isli?i   Underwear 


Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request     CorrseZTtdJnce      &2I4    CheStHUt    Street 


D 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 

Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


WHITMAN'S 

are 
the 
daintiest 

Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 

most  delicious 

Stephen    F.  Whitman   &  Son 

13 16  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
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BOOKS  and™ 

Stationery 


*& 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  and  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co* 

^**—~ OPTICIANS 
1010  CHESTNUT   STREET 


Charles    W*    Leupcld 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh   St. 

Philadelphia 

J\cGlee's  Galleries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


^ICtUPCg  and 

The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

<£       Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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FENNER'S.  Lancaster   Ave. 


127  So.  12tli  St, 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  MERBANIUM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY «=* 

BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

me  Bryu  roawr  PHannacies 

OLDESTAND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    All  kinds 
of  Stationery.      Prescriptions  a    Specialty. 

GOODS   DELIVERED  PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

E.  K.  WILSON  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists  in   Fine   Shoe    Repairing   and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundry,  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

PRIGKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  n  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .'.      V      .-.      v 

Home-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 


BRINTON  BROS. 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
Invited. 

25  and  27  North  I3th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 

121  North  Ninth  St.,  /*>  .  -x.  ...  „  .  -._, 
Phila.,  Pa.,  also  39  V-zOStlllTICl^S 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y.    ^"'v'*'»  **  ■  ■  ,v"  ** 


Costumes  to  Hire  for  College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


ilvil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3943-49  IDarket  St. 

-PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 


The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 


THE  ROUTE  OF 


The    Pennsylvania 

J      0  0  <    THE    MOST    PERFECT    RAILWAY 

itY\  ft£Q    TRAIN    OF    THIS    PROGRESSIVE 


RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 


New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every   Home    Comfort 


IB 


J. 

B. 

HUTCHINSON 

J. 

R 

WOOD 

Gen.  Manager 

Gen.  Pass. 

Ag't. 

GEO. 

W. 

BOYD 

Asst 

.  Gen.  Pass. 

Ag't. 

P.  N.  Oegerberg 


i  43 1  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Ladies'  Cailor 


ESTABLISHED    18BO 


BROADBENT  CO. 
<£     flrflStS  and     * 

Photographers 

I4J5  Chestnut  Street 

Philadelphia 

* 
Portraitui*  in  plain  photography,  cr$yen,' 

water  color  or  pastel"  from,  life  or  by*copy. 

Landscape,  or  interior  work.      Grouping 

indoor  or  in  the  open  air.     Only  the  best 

work  at  reasonable  prices. 

Special  Rates  to  Students 


John  S:  Trower, 
Caterer  and  Confectioner, 

5706  MAIN  STREET, 

Telephone  Connection,  .      Ge«Bantown.  Phlla. 


...THE... 

BryB  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

CAPITAL,    £250,000 

• .  *        ' 
President,  A.  A.  HIRST 

Vice-President,  W.  H.  RAMSEY 
and^SsSer,    JOHN  S.GARRIGUES 


SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

An  unequaled  combination  of 
comfort  and  economy 


WOMEN'S  CALFSKIN 
BLUCHERS  -Heavy 
Sole,  Extension  Edge     . 

WOriEN'S  CALFSKIN 
LACE  BOOT— Dull  Tops, 
Extra  iieavy  Sole,  Ex- 
tension Edge      .     .     .     . 


$5.oo 
$5-oo 


A  fine  assortment  of  Superior  Slippers, 
$3.50  up.  Special  selection  of  orna- 
ments and  trimmings  applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference.- 


Cousins 


1226 


Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA,    PA. 
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Editorial. 

A  Bryn  Mawr  spring  is  so 
full  of  fragrant  memories  to 
those  who  have  once  known  it 
that  their  thoughts  return  to  it 
with  a  certain  homesick  longing 
at  each  returning  season.  Yet 
the  influence  of  spring-tide  here 
is  not,  I  maintain,  such  as  to 
quicken  one's  inclination  for 
reading,  or  still  less,  for  writing. 
All   the  poets   who   rhymed   on 


spring,  if  they  did  not  do  it  in 
the  middle  of  winter,  must  have 
lived  in  the  city.  There,  it  is  a 
season  of  renewed  energy  and 
inspiration.  The  streets  are  full 
of  cries  of  flower-vendors,  knife- 
sharpeners  and  fruit-sellers,  and 
the  smell  of  freshly  laid  dust.  In 
the  shops  the  windows  are  filled 
with  new  spring  styles,  on  the 
sidewalks  is  piled  furniture  ready 
for  moving,  while  from  every  di- 
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rection  comes  the  sound  of  beat- 
ing carpets,  and  scrubbing  floors. 
There  is  a  spirit  abroad  of  re- 
newed effort,  and  what  with 
spring  numbers  of  magazines, 
and  preparations  for  summer 
novels,  the  writer  may  well  be 
inspired  to  take  his  pen  in  hand. 
Here  in  the  country  the  effect 
is  not  the  same.  We  seat  our- 
selves with  book  and  paper  under 
a  tree  of  pink  and  white  cherry- 
blossoms,  and  imagine  that  we 
are  about  to  work  under  the 
guidance  of  nature.  Alas,  it  is 
a  sorry  trick  she  plays  upon  us. 
We  watch  the  long  shadows 
creeping  over  the  grass,  we  note 
the  soft  shadings  of  green  on  a 
distant  hill,  we  hear  perhaps  faint 
cheering  from  the  basketball  field 
below,  and  work  is  forgotten 
while  we  fall  to  dreaming  of 
everything  and  nothing.  That 
at  least  is  what  happened  to  this 
editorial. 


College  Notes. 

On  April  21,  Dr.  Howard 
Kelly,  of  Johns  Hopkins  Uni- 
versity, presented  a  bronze  bas- 
relief  of  Miss  Susan  B.  Anthony 
to  the  College,  and  Miss  An- 
thony herself  spoke  informally 
to  the  students. 

The  first  founder's  lecture  for 
this  year  took  place  on  May  1 ; 
it  was  given  by  Professor  Rufus 
M.  Jones,  on  "The  Quaker  Idea 
of  Man." 

It  has  been  announced  that 
Miss  Helen  Thomas  will  have  the 
whole  of  the  first  year  General 
English   course  next   year,   and 


Miss  Lucy  Donnelly  will  have 
the  second  year.  The  object  of 
this  arrangement  is  to  have  the 
lecture  courses  in  line  with  and 
an  aid  to  the  essay  work.  Presi- 
dent Thomas  is  going  to  meet 
each  class  every  week  or  two. 

The  contract  for  the  recon- 
struction of  Denbigh  was  given 
out  for  May  2.  There  are  to  be 
several  changes  in  the  new  build- 
ing. Brick  walls  are  to  be  run 
up  from  cellar  to  attic  between 
the  wings  and  the  main  building ; 
the  fire-doors  are  to  be  auto- 
matically closing,  and  the  hose 
is  to  be  on  reels  with  stand-pipes 
every  fifty  feet;  there  will  be  a 
butler's  pantry  in  each  corridor; 
seven  new  bathrooms  altogether, 
and  the  warden  will  have  a  suite 
consisting  of  a  bedroom,  a  sit- 
ting-room and  a  bath.  The  stair- 
case at  the  south  end  of  the  build- 
ing will  be  rebuilt  to  one  side  in- 
stead of  directly  at  the  end  of  the 
main  corridor,  and  will  run  all 
the  way  up  to  the  attic;  where 
the  staircase  is — or  was — there 
will  be  a  large  bay-window  which 
will  considerably  lighten  the  cor- 
ridors. 


To  the  Verse-Makers. 

How  thankful  we  should  be 
When  we  write  class  poetry, 
That  the  words  we  wish  to  use 

So  neatly  rhyme ; 
If  we  end  one  line  with  college 
Hot  upon  it  follows  knowledge, 
And  in  shouting,  "we  to  thee" 

Our  voices  chime. 

At  the  mention  of  Bryn  Mawr, 
We  all  answer,  guiding  star, 
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And  then  sigh,  contented  quite 
With  what  we've  done ; 

And  I  really  do  not  know, 

How  we'd  make  the  verses  go, 

If  for  star  the  word 
Happened  to  be  sun. 

I.  U  'o3. 


Notice. 

The  College  breakfast  will  be 
held  in  the  Gymnasium  on  Wed- 
nesday, June  the  fourth,  at  12.00 
noon.  The  tickets  will  be  one 
dollar  and  may  be  obtained  not 
later  than  May  seventeenth,  from 
Katharine  R.  Custis,  28  Pem- 
broke East. 


A  Summer  Evening  Tale. 

"Ah,  my  dears,  good-evening. 
Come  right  up,  come  right  up. 
Alice  is  out,  but  perhaps  you'll 
stay  with  me  and  the  Judge  till 
she  comes  back." 

The  Governor  came  out  of  the 
gloomy  depths  of  the  piazza  with 
kind  hand  outstretched.  He  was 
a  small  man,  with  light  hair 
turning  white,  a  thin  rather  tired 
face,  with  deep-set  gray  eyes ;  one 
in  which  most  people  saw  noth- 
ing striking  but  gentleness  and 
a  very  refined  charm.  But  people 
who  knew  him  well,  knew  too  a 
certain  look  of  determination  and 
force  that  accounted  for  many 
things  in  his  career  puzzling  to 
one  who  met  him  for  the  first 
time.  His  voice  was  very  soft 
and  clear. 

"Yes,"  he  went  on,  "the  Judge 
and  I  were  just  wishing  that  you 
would  come  in  and  cheer  us  up, 
weren't   we  Judge?"     A   grunt 


came  from  the  huge  dark  mass 
where  a  glowing  cigar-end 
proved  the  presence  of  that  gen- 
tleman. "We  were  getting  quite 
solemn,  sitting  here  in  the  dark 
and  reminding  each  other  of 
some  strange  things  we've  seen 
together  and  apart.  You  see, 
we've  sat  here  for  a  good  many 
years,  but  after  all  we've  led  very 
different  lives,  and  sometimes  we 
get  to  looking  down  at  the  river 
and  telling  each  other  old  stories 
that  have  lain  away  under  heaps 
of  dust  in  our  memories.  So  you 
see  it  is  very  fortunate  that  you 
two  came  in  and  stirred  us  up." 

"Oh,  please  go  on  and  tell 
some  more!"  we  entreated,  and 
Mary  said,  craftily,  "I  heard  the 
Judge  just  beginning  a  story  as 
we  came  up,  didn't  we,  Anna? 
Do  finish  it."  But  that  wary  and 
capricious  story-teller  was  not  to 
be  caught  so  easily.  He  an- 
swered calmly,  settling  his  feet 
on  the  railing,  "That's  just  where 
you're  wrong,  Mary.  In  fact, 
the  Cap  here  was  just  starting 
off  himself  on  a  buster.  Fire 
ahead." 

The  Governor  filled  a  long  pipe 
and  took  several  meditative  puffs 
in  silence.  At  last  he  began 
gently : 

"Well,  the  story  isn't  a  buster 
at  all,  but  was  rather  a  curious 
experience,  and  it  came  back  to 
me  strangely  to-day,  I  think  be- 
cause I  heard  a  hurdy-gurdy  play- 
ing Dixie  in  the  street.  It  all 
comes  back  to  me  in  flashes  when 
I  hear  that  tune.  There  was  a 
man  playing  it  on  an  accordion 
that  day;  it's  always  been  rather 
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a  solemn  tune  to  me  somehow. 
Because  you  see  while  he  was 
playing  I  was  fighting  for  a 
man's  life,  fighting  against  time 
and  about  ten  thousand  devils. 

"It  was  when  I  was  governor 
of  Idaho.  At  least  I  hadn't  yet 
been  inaugurated,  and  was  on 
my  way  to  Boise  City  alone,  to 
take  the  oath  of  office.  I  had 
telegraphed  the  state  attorney 
and  several  of  the  staff  to  meet 
me  at  George's  Junction,  a  wild 
town  off  in  the  mountains,  half- 
way to  Boise  City.  So  when  I  got 
there  late  that  night  and  didn't 
find  them  at  the  hotel,  I  was 
rather  provoked.  But  I  was 
tired,  so  I  went  to  bed  at  once 
and  slept  late  the  next  day. 
When  at  last  I  went  down  to  the 
dining-room  there  was  only  one 
man  there,  a  good-natured, 
coarse-looking  fellow  who  was 
lolling  by  the  window.  I  no- 
ticed then  for  the  first  time  that 
there  was  a  gathering  uproar 
outside;  the  windows  opened 
onto  a  square  where  there  were 
groups  of  people  jostling  each 
other  and  snouting.  I  asked  the 
man  what  the  excitement  was. 
'Well,  I  guess  it's  the  hangin',' 
he  said,  looking  round  lazily; 
'you  see  they're  goin'  to  hang  a 
man  there  in  about  half  an  hour, 
and  they  ain't  any  too  fond  of 
him.' 

"  'Not  a  lynching  ?'  I  asked. 

'  'No,  not  exactly,'  he  replied. 
'The  law  in  it's  all  right  I  guess, 
though  the  trial  was  all-fired 
short,  and  the  judge  is  own 
brother-in-law  to  the  man  that's 
killt.     The   prisoner,   he  was   a 


cool  one,  and  put  in  an  appeal 
all  straight,  but  the  sheriff  said 
it  didn't  count,  so  they're  goin' 
to  hang  him.' 

"I  asked  if  there  was  no  man 
in  the  town  with  power  enough 
to  get  justice  for  the  man,  and 
stop  the  hanging  till  the  appeal 
was  tried.  The  man  looked  with 
a  queer  smile  at  the  swaying 
crowd  outside. 

"  'Would  you  like  to  try  it  ?  I 
guess  no  one  would,  the  boys  are 
drunk,  roarin'  mad  to-day.  And 
besides  there  ain't  any  man  in 
this  State  exceptin'  it's  the  gov- 
ernor with  his  reprieve  that  can 
let  him  off  by  law  now,  seein' 
that  the  appeal  wasn't  granted.' 

"The  man  loitered  out  into  the 
square;  I  saw  him  pushing  his 
way  lazily  through  the  crowd  and 
zigzagging  across  to  a  saloon 
opposite.  I  sat  thinking  for 
some  time,  the  thoughts  ring- 
ing through  my  head,  'You're 
the  governor,  but  you  can't  do  it ; 
they'd  never  believe  you,  you 
can't  do  it !' 

"At  last  I  got  up  and  went  out 
into  the  square.  It  was  full  now, 
packed  to  the  low  wooden  build- 
ings on  the  sides,  where  the  peo- 
ple seemed  to  have  splashed  up 
in  blotches  against  the  walls. 
There  was  a  very  bright  blue 
sky  above  it  all,  the  sun  shining 
down  very  clear  and  hot.  The 
scaffold  was  near  the  door  of  the 
hotel,  I  fought  my  way  to  it  with- 
out much  difficulty.  Gradually 
there  came  a  deepening  roar  that 
sent  shivers  through  me.  The 
prisoner  bound,  with  the  sheriff 
and   other   officer,    was    coming 
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slowly  across  the  square.  'Now 
or  not  at  all,'  I  thought,  and  in 
a  moment  I  was  standing,  I  sup- 
pose on  the  scaffold,  far  above 
the  heads  of  the  people.  I 
never  knew  before  that  a  crowd 
can  have  an  expression  like  a 
human  face.  Well,  it  seemed  to 
me  that  that  crowd  was  one  huge 
face,  and  on  it  was  an  uglier  look 
than  I  have  ever  seen  on  any 
man's.  It  had  suddenly  fallen  dead 
silent,  the  only  sound  was  the 
accordion  in  the  saloon  opposite 
playing  Dixie.  When  I  began  to 
talk  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  was 
singing  the  words  to  the  tune. 
'I  am  the  governor  of  Idaho,'  I 
said,  'and  I  have  given  this  man 
a  reprieve.  He  will  be  tried 
again  later.  And  there  will  be  no 
hanging  to-day.' 

"The  great  crowd  laughed  with 
a  huge  roar,  but  I  saw  the  sheriff 
had  stopped;  the  prisoner  was 
looking  at  me  very  quietly,  he 
was  a  young  man  with  a  strong 
brown  face.  At  least  I  had  at- 
tracted their  attention,  I  thought, 
and  so  I  went  on,  the  accordion 
still  playing  and  the  bright  sun 
shining  on  that  great  cruel  face 
in  front.  But  at  last  it  changed, 
and  I  saw  I  had  won. 

"Yes,"  said  the  Governor, 
shaking  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe, 
"they  believed  me ;  why  they  did 
it  I  don't  understand  now.  I 
suppose  they  were  a  little  afraid. 
You  see  the  governor  of  a  ter- 
ritory (Idaho  was  a  territory 
then),  is  a  good  deal  of  an  auto- 
crat, and  my  predecessors  had 
been  pretty  strong  men.  So 
the  prisoner  was  marched  back 


to  jail,  and  I  was  marched  to  the 
hotel  where  I  was  watched  nearly 
as  closely  till  Natchez,  the  at- 
torney, came,  at  last  (there  had 
been  a  landslide  on  the  road)  and 
proved  that  I  was  really  gov- 
ernor. And  the  strange  part 
was,"  he  went  on,  "that  the  pris- 
oner when  he  was  tried  was 
proved  innocent  after  all.  I  used 
to  get  letters  from  him  occasion- 
ally. The  sheriff,  whom  I  turned 
out  of  office  soon  after,  used  to 
send  me  letters,  too ;  or  rather 
his  card  with  Blood,  written  in 
red  ink  in  the  corner;  that  was 
considered  quite  the  proper  at- 
tention out  there  in  those  days. 
But  nothing  seemed  to  come  of 
it,  though  poor  Alice,  who  found 
one  once,  was  almost  frightened 
to  death  by  it.  Ah,  there  she  is, 
now,"  he  said,  as  a  gay  voice 
came  out  of  the  darkness,  "come 
here,  dear;  here  are  Mary  and 
Anna  who  have  been  waiting  for 
you  for  a  long  time,  while  I  have 
bored  them  and  the  Judge  with 
stupid  tales."  In  the  general  up- 
rising and  following  gay  talk  I 
almost  forgot  the  Governor's 
long  story;  but  as  I  said  good- 
night to  him  I  caught  myself 
gazing  at  his  kind  tired  face,  and 
wondering  how  it  looked  on  that 
far-off  day  at  George's  Junction. 
G.  L.  M.,  '03. 


Three  Tennis  Balls. 

Three    tennis    balls    I    had   one 
year, 
Who  jumped  both   high   and 
wide 
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And  this,  you  know,  they  liked 
to  do 
When  hit  upon  the  side. 

The  next  year  when  I  played 
with  them, 

They  would  not  jump  as  high, 
I  had  to  hit  them  harder  than 

I  had  in  times  gone  by. 

This  year  I  whacked  those  poor 
old  balls, 
They  did  not  mind,  they  said. 
But  when  I  came  to  take  them 
home, 
I  found  that  they  were  dead. 
E.  K.  P.,  '02. 


The  Glee  Club  Concert. 

The  Glee  Club  may  well  feel 
that  it  can  now  rest  and  enjoy 
its  well-deserved  laurels  after 
the  concert  in  the  gymnasium 
on  Friday  night,  May  2.  This 
was  the  concert  which  the  Glee 
Club  generously  proposed  to 
give,  in  addition  to  its  annual 
one,  to  assist  in  raising  the  ten 
thousand  dollars  pledged  by  the 
Undergraduate  Association.  The 
program  showed  a  wider  choice 
of  songs  than  usual  and  Handel's 
"Largo"  and  Brahm's  "Wiegen- 
lied"  met  with  much  applause 
as  well  as  Mollay's  charming 
little  song,  "Dinah  Doe." 

Unlike  the  first  concert,  Miss 
Barry,  who  has  been  training  the 
Glee  Club  all  winter,  conducted. 
She  did  so  very  ably  and  with 
great  spirit.  Being  much  inter- 
ested in  the  success  of  the  con- 
cert, Miss  Barry  kindly  obtained 
the  services  of  Mrs.  Marie  Kun- 


kel  Zimmerman,  soprano,  and 
Mr.  Martinus  Van  Gelder,  vio- 
linist, of  Philadelphia.  In  the 
two  numbers  which  each  con- 
sented to  give,  they  certainly 
added  a  great  deal  to  the  pleasure 
of  the  evening.  Mrs.  Zimmer- 
man sang  several  -very  pretty 
German  and  English  songs, 
while  Mr.  Van  Gelder  rendered 
Wendsen's  "Romance"  and 
Chopin's  "Nocturne"  delight- 
fully. 

It  is  not  yet  known  how  much 
the  Glee  Club  will  be  able  to 
add  to  the  fund;  but  the  gym- 
nasium was  well-filled  and  it  is 
estimated  that  about  three  hun- 
dred dollars  was  taken  in. 

E.  D.,  '03. 


The  Three  Brown  Bears. 

Oh,  this  is  the  tale  of  three  brown 

bears, 

A  tale  of  the  brothers  three, 

For  all  were  killed,  and  two  were 

skinned 

And  one  was  brought  to  me. 

Two  were  the  biggest  kind  of 
bears, 
(They  scare  me  terribly), 
But  the  littlest  one  was  a  baby 
one, 
Just  right  for  us  to  see. 

A   hunter   came,    with   a  black, 
black  heart 
And  bullets  made  of  lead, 
The  three  caught  wind  of  the 
scent  of  man, 
Then, — the   three   were    lying 
dead. 
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The  hunter   skinned   the   eldest 
two 

And  rolled  them  in  a  heap; 
But  the  baby  one  he  carried  home 

For  his  little  boy  to  keep. 

They  call  him  "stuffed,"  and  say 
he's  dead, 
The  way  he  was  that  day, 
But  they'll  never  know  how  live 
he  is, 
'Cuz  they've  never  learned  to 
play. 

And  we  make  pretend  till  bed- 
time comes, 
He  sleeps  with  me  at  night, 
And  he  cocks  his  head  at  me  in 
fun, 
And  his  little  eyes  are  bright. 

Just  once  he's  tried  to  growl  and 

bite 

And  then  mamma  came  near 

Holding   her    great   big   woolly 

muff, 

Of  the  skin  of  his  brother-bear. 


Books  as  a  Personal  Resource. 

On  Monday  evening,  April 
28,  Mr.  Hamilton  Wright  Mabie 
spoke  under  the  auspices  of  the 
De  Rebus  Club  on  "Books  as  a 
Personal  Resource."  Mr.  Mabie 
said  that  not  long  since  he  was 
asked  by  a  friend,  who  is  an  en- 
thusiastic worker  and  thinker  on 
social  problems,  how  it  was  that 
he  could  talk  of  literature  when 
there  is  so  much  misery  in  the 
world.  The  lecture  was  a  justi- 
fication of  "talking  of  literature." 

A  great  book,  Mr.  Mabie  said, 


is  always  a  reflection  of  the  age 
in  which  it  is  produced,  it  always 
represents  life.  This  it  is  which 
makes  a  book  eternally  valuable 
and  fits  it  to  appeal  to  all  ages 
and  all  people.  The  idea  em- 
bodied is  of  far  more  importance 
than  mere  beauty  of  form,  even 
though  the  latter  is  indispensable 
to  great  literature.  The  Odyssey 
is  full  of  Homeric  ideals,  Dante 
gives  us  the  point  of  view  of  the 
Renaissance,  Shakespeare  paints 
the  life  of  England  in  the  six- 
teenth century.  It  is  through 
books  that  we  are  brought  in 
touch  with  people  and  thought 
of  other  times  and  other  places, 
and  there  is  always  advantage 
to  be  gained  from  contact  with 
life,  which  the  centuries  cannot 
change. 

Great  men  never  grow  old  in 
spirit,  even  when  their  physical 
strength  fails.  Oliver  Wendell 
Holmes  affords  a  striking  ex- 
ample of  this  enduring  youth. 
To  the  last  he  delighted  in  cut- 
ting short  the  call  of  a  tiresome 
visitor  by  giving  him  a  paper 
pamphlet  with  the  words,  "I 
must  not  let  you  go  without 
taking  with  you  a  copy  of  my 
poems."  The  visitor  always  left 
quite  unaware  that  his  departure 
had  been  hastened  and  Dr. 
Holmes  thought  himself  cheaply 
rid  of  his  caller  as  the  pam- 
phlets cost  him  just  three  cents 
each.  Even  towards  the  end  of 
his  life  Coleridge  was  a  source 
of  inspiration  to  more  than  one 
young  man.  After  his  mind  had 
been  for  days  under  a  cloud,  it 
would  suddenly  break  forth  with 
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all  the  brightness  and  freshness 
of  his  youth. 

And  so  the  books  which  depict 
life  do  not  grow  old,  they  are 
always  young,  always  fresh, 
always  valuable  to  us.  The  story 
of  the  man  who  did  not  care  for 
Shakespeare  because  he  was  "all 
quotations"  points  to  the  fact 
that  the  characters  of  Shake- 
speare do  indeed  speak  "in  quota- 
tions" in  that  they  express  world- 
wide truths. 

G.  L.  J.,  'oo. 


The  Story  of  a  Latch  Key. 

"Isabel,"  said  my  father  con- 
tritely, "I  believe  I've  forgotten 
the  latch-key." 

"Oh,"  sighed  my  mother 
wearily,  "have  you  looked  in  all 
your  pockets,  and  under  the 
door-mat?  Frank  (severely), 
is  there  a  hole  in  your  pocket?" 

"There  is,"  admitted  Frank, 
with  a  disconsolate  shrug. 

They  both  looked  wistfully  at 
that  unyielding,  impenetrable 
front  door,  its  panels  shining 
mockingly  in  the  moonlight ;  then 
gazed  yearningly  at  the  dimly 
bright  upper  stories. 

"It  would  be  too  bad  to  wake 
Cousin  Mary  and  the  servants  by 
ringing,"  said  Frank  at  last. 
"Let's  try  the  windows." 

So,  starting  in  opposite  direc- 
tions both  made  a  stealthy  tour 
of  the  house,  gently  testing  eacn 
(alas!)  carefully  locked  window. 

When  they  met  again  before 
their  inhospitable  house  door,  the 
face  of  each  bore  signs  of  inward 
exasperation. 


"We  shall  have  to  ring,"  an- 
nounced Frank,  very  firmly ;  and 
striding  to  the  door-bell  he  pulled 
it  with  violence  long  and  loud. 

Then  they  waited  in  silence  for 
the  sound  of  an  awakened  house- 
hold rushing  frantically  to  their 
rescue.  But  some  distant  car- 
riage wheels  and  a  far-away 
clock  striking  three  were  the  only 
breaks  in  the  moonlit  silence. 
Within  the  house  all  was  still. 

"What  can  be  the  matter?" 
said  my  mother,  faintly.  "Ring 
again." 

Again  he  rang,  longer  and 
louder  than  before.  Again  they 
listened  expectant,  and  again 
they  were  disappointed  and  as- 
tounded. Then  with  one  accord 
they  lifted  their  voices  and 
joined  in  a  mighty  yell.  "Holloa ! 
let  us  in!  Open  the  door!"  till 
very  weariness  forced  them  to 
stop  and  hearken  for  signs  of 
life  in  the  unheeding  house  that 
loomed  apparently  empty  before 
them. 

At  length  said  my  father, 
"There  is  nothing  for  us  but  to 
make  our  way  as  best  we  may 
to  Ned's  and  get  his  latch-key. 
Will  you  come  or  will  you  wait 
for  me  here?" 

"Oh,  no,"  gasped  my  mother, 
"not  under  the  shadow  of  this 
dreadful  house."  So  she  picked 
up  her  laces  and  tripped  along 
by  my  father's  side.  Twenty 
minutes  later  they  returned,  foot- 
sore but  inspirited.  Triumph- 
antly they  creaked  the  key  in  the 
lock,  stepped  through  into  the 
dim  hall  and  began  a  bold  assent 
of  the  staircase. 
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On  the  landing  they  paused, 
for  there  at  the  top  stood  a  hud- 
dled group  of  white-robed  fig- 
ures, from  which  issued  in  trem- 
bling tones,  "Oh,  Isabel,  I'm  so 
glad  you've  come.  There've  been 
people  here,  trying  the  windows, 
battering  the  door  and  howling. 
It's  been  awful!" 


1905  to  1903. 

One  of  the  best  of  the  high- 
class  vaudevilles  that  have 
graced  the  Gymnasium  stage  was 
the  Freshman  entertainment,  on 
Friday,  April  25.  Miss  Farwell, 
as  showman,  wittily  introduced 
each  performance.  She  pre- 
sented to  the  audience,  first  of 
all,  the  famous  factions  of  the 
Guelphs  and  the  Hohenstaufens, 
six  Dutch  youths,  and  six  Dutch 
maidens,  who  danced  with  much 
grace  and  spirit  in  their  wooden 
shoes.  They  were  followed  by 
Miss  Denison,  as  the  snake- 
charmer,  who  first  wove  incan- 
tations in  a  slow  and  stately 
dance,  and  then  proceeded  to  re- 
duce an  incredible  number  of  ser- 


pents to  a  state  of  immobility. 
Very  interesting  to  intellectual 
minds  in  the  audience  was  the 
meeting  of  the  Realistic  Reading 
Club.  Miss  Dudley  presided, 
and  various  members  gave  tal- 
ented renderings  of  great  au- 
thors. A  cake-walk,  whose  par- 
ticipators came  in  solemn  pro- 
cession along  the  aisle  between 
the  audience,  owed  its  success  to 
some  ornate  steps  and  costumes, 
and  to  the  assistance  of  a  live 
and  lively  hen.  The  Astor 
family  gave  an  exhibition  of 
very  good  dancing,  and  sur- 
prised the  audience  with  an 
unexpected  change  of  costume 
for  an  encore.  The  intermissions 
were  filled  up  by  the  clever  cari- 
cature drawing  of  Miss  Mason, 
who  presented  some  of  the  noted 
members  of  1905  and  1903  with 
striking  fidelity.  Between  acts 
lemonade  and  cake  were  served  by 
white-capped  maids.  The  whole 
entertainment  was  perfect  of  its 
kind,  and  is  one  more  proof,  as 
the  highlv  appreciative  Juniors 
declare,  of  the  cleverness  of  their 
talented  Freshmen. 


How  the  Other  Half  Live. 

There's  a  happy  world  outside  this  place,  I  know, 
Where  ev'ry  ignoramus  has  a  show, 

Where  they  don't  know  who  wrote, 

And  they  never,  never  quote, 
"The  twa  Marriit  Wemen  and  the  Wedo." 

That's  a  mighty  jolly  place,  so  people  tell, 
Where  idling  is  an  art  that  all  know  well, 

And  making  ropes  of  sand 

They  don't  try  to  understand. 
Now  I  think  that  that  is  where  I  like  to  dwell. 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 
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Our    Townsfolk— "  The   Ital- 
ian." 

"Be  you  expecting  to  read  all 
them  in  one  week?"  asked  the 
painter  incredulously,  as  he 
heard  the  order  for  three  novels 
from  the  library. 

The  painter  was  the  town  wit, 
and  hence  a  privileged  character. 
When  we  bought  our  farm  on  the 
hill  overlooking  the  little  Mas- 
sachusetts village  of  Tyringham, 
he  was  one  of  those  engaged  for 
the  resurrection  of  the  old  house, 
and  it  was  his  habit  to  indulge  in 
friendly  conversation  through 
the  window  as  he  painted.  We 
called  him  "the  Italian"  because 
with  his  long  black  hair  brushed 
straight  up  from  his  forehead, 
his  bushy  brows  and  black  eyes, 
the  fierceness  of  his  aspect  sug- 
gested concealed  razors.  Only 
after  we  had  known  him  some 
days  did  we  discover  that  he  was 
of  a  mild  disposition,  and  that 
his  exterior  fierceness  was  only 
an  unsuccessful  attempt  at  cyni- 
cism. Being  the  acknowledged 
wit  in  a  town  where  no  one  else 
even  attempted  a  joke,  cynicism 
was  naturally  his  only  recourse. 

At  times,  however,  he  waxed 
serious  and  forgot  his  jokes,  as 
on  the  occasion  when  his  criti- 
cism of  my  literary  digestive 
powers  started  the  conversation 
on   books. 

"Well,  we  thought  that  be- 
tween us  the  whole  family  might 
read  them  in  a  week,"  I  answered 
from  the  sitting-room. 

For  several  minutes  the  si- 
lence was  only  broken  by  the 
busy  swash  of  the  paint-brush  on 


the  piazza  rail,  as  "the  Italian" 
turned  over  this  proposition  in 
his  mind. 

"Waal !"  he  burst  out  at  length, 
"I  reckon  I've  read  as  much  as 
any  one  in  this  here  town.  I 
have  a  lot  of  books  of  my  own, 
too,"  he  added  proudly. 

"What,  for  instance?"  I  re- 
plied, curious  to  know  what 
might  be  the  unadulterated  Ty- 
ringham taste. 

"I've  got  all  of  Dickens  'n'  sev- 
eral of  Cooper.  I  reckon  no  one 
else  in  the  valley  has  s'  many. 
When  they  want  anything  to 
read  they  pretty  much  mostly  go 
over  to  the  free  library  at  Lees 
fur  it. 

"Hev  you  p'rhaps  read  'The 
Spy?'"  he  added. 
"Yes." 

"Waal,"  the  paint-brush 
dropped,  and  "the  Italian"  rested 
his  elbows  on  the  window-sill 
in  his  interest.  "D'  you  know, 
I've  got  a  the'ry  about  that  book. 
Yassir,"  as  he  resumed  work, 
"I've  got  a  inderviddial  the'ry 
about  that  book,  'n'  I  ain't  never 
heard  of  any  one  else  as  had  the 
same  the'ry."  Work  once  more 
stopped  as  he  added  mysterious- 
ly, "I  believe  the  spy  was  

Washington  himself!" 

"Good  gracious !"  I  exclaimed, 
startled.    "How  could—" 

But  then  came  to  my  mind 
several  odd  traditions  of  the  val- 
ley. Our  neighbor  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  hill,  for  instance, 
would  have  sworn  to  you  that 
Washington  spent  the  night  at 
his  house  on  the  way  to  join  La- 
fayette at  Valley  Forge.    In  the 
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eyes  of  all  American  school  chil-  in   the  valley   as   a   wizard?     I 
dren  the  father  of  his  country  thought,  and  refrained  from  corn- 
assumes  gigantic  proportions  as  ment. 
a  hero.     Why  not  let  him  figure  C.  D.  L.,  '03. 


The  1902  Alphabet. 

A's  for  Alumnae,  which  soon  they 

will  be, 
When  they've  traveled  the  road 

that  leads  up  to  A.  B. 

B's  for  the  prodigy,  Baby  Bill- 

meyer, 
Though  others  are  bigger,  their 

marks  are  not  higher. 

C  stands  for  Congdon,  sur- 
rounded by  beaux, 

She  Phil's  the  bill  always,  as 
everyone  knows. 

D  is  for  Douglas — "tender  and 
true," 

Stage  manager,  Editor,  Presi- 
dent, too. 

E's  for  Elise.     She  declares  she 

hates  men — 
Yet  she's   seen   with   C.    Cibber 

again  and  again. 

F's  for  "Our  Freshmen,"  who 
never  have  blundered, 

The  pride  of  their  guardians,  old 
1900. 

G's    for   the    festive    and    swell 

Garden  Party, 
Where  ladies  and  gents  go  and 

eat  very  hearty. 


w*%  jr^ 


H 
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H  is  for  Hockey — at  last  it  is 

here, 
It  was  talked  of  and  longed  for, 

for  many  a  year. 


I's  there  are  none,  that  we're  able 

to  find, 
We  therefore  conclude  that  the 

class  must  be  blind. 


J  is  for  Jeanie,  worshiped  by  all, 
The  pride  of  the  class  when  she 


plays  basket  ball. 


K  is  for  Kieffer,  whose  versatile 

pen 
Has  given  us  posters  again  and 

again. 


L  is  for  Lvon,  who  lived  in  the 

flat 
With  Lucie  and  Pattie — the  fire 

changed  all  that. 


M's  for  McManus,  whose  little 

pet  pup 
Made   affliction   and   Trial,   and 

lastly  broke  up. 


N  stands  for  Nichols,  phenome- 
nal  maid, 

Who  wrote  out  in  French  what 
in  English  was  said. 


O's  for  the  Orals  in  which  savoir 

faire 
Is  important  unless  you  would 

show    your   brain   leer. 
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P  is  for  Paxton  of  ethical  mind, 
The   source  of  her  soul  she  is 
anxious  to  find. 

Q  is  the   Question    (you  know 

what  is  meant) 
Which  will  only  be  asked  of  the 

17  per  cent. 

R  is  for  rollicking  A.  S.  Rotan, 
Who  argues  a  case  quite  as  well 
as  a  man. 

S  stands  for  Seth,  who  took  a 

rest  cure 
In  the  gym,  when  her  classmates 

she  could  not  endure. 

T  stands  for  Toddy,  a  confidante 

nice, 
Who  listens  to  secrets  and  gives 
sage  advice. 

U's  the  Uncertainty  whether 
they'll   pass, 

V's  the  Vacation  the  fire  gave 
the  class. 

W  stands  for  Miss  Wood,  as  you 

see, 
A    most   charming    hostess    for 

afternoon  tea. 

X  is  Xcel  to  the  greatest  Xcess, 

Which   this   class   always    does, 

and  we  wish  it  success. 

Y  is  for  Yates,  who  from  col- 
lege has  fled. 

Z's  Zeus  in  Taylor  (who  long 
has  been  dead). 

H.  McC,  'oo. 
G.   L.  J.,  '00. 
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Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.   Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


go2  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  S.  SAMUEL 

1623  CHESTNUT  STREET 


IMPORTER    OF 


French  Models,  Hats,  Bonnets 
and  Toques 

Novelties  in  Neck  Ruff 

COMPLETE  ASSORTMENT  OF  STIFF 
HATS,  TRIMMED  TAILOR  HATS, 
WALKING   HATS   AND   GOLF    HATS 


<? 


9*tt$&tt&&&&$&tt3®&&&&$&»&99&9&&&&&&&&&&&&&a9&d&9» 


\ 


Scbreiber  &  Kerr 


<* 


Gowns  for™ora*f.w7^- 

ing,  Traveling,  Yachting, 
and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 
Sports  and  Pastimes    %£*  S  <£  J*  J*  J* 


Ladies*  Tailors 


1529 

CHESTNUT 
STREET 

Philadelphia 


Kodaks 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Optician 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 
Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
BrMd.Str«et  Station 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 
PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of — = 


FURS 


AND 


HATS 

-For  Young  Ladies 
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Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472,474,476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 

Bulletins,  etc,  upon  request     ^KiT* 


DEEKA 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  House 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 

Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1214  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


ar* 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicto** 

Stephen    F.  Whitman  &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 


i8 
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Books 


and. 


lonery 

at  Lowest  Prices. 


The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Enjravlng  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  *«<*  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co* 

fifflu— f    OPTICIANS 
JOJO  CHESTNUT   STREET 


Charles    W*    Leupold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

J  24  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

%Clee's  Queries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


§  and 

•  •  •  Steals 


The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

^       Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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127  So.  12th  St, 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing; 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOU  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY 

BRYN  MAWR,   PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

tub  Brp  mm  Pharmacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    All  kinds 
of  Stationery.      Prescriptions  a    Specialty. 

GOODS   DELIVERED   PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

E.  K.  WILSON  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists   in    Fine    Shoe    Repairing    and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundry,  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


FENNER'S,  Lancaster   Ave. 

CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .-.      V      .'.      v 

Home-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 

BRINTON  BROS. 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

ShOC  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  Worth  13th  St.,  Philadelphia 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North  Ninth  St., 
Phila.,  Pa.,  also  30 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for   College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


flvil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3943-49  IDarket  $t. 

^PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 


The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 


THE  ROUTE  OF 


The    Pennsylvania 
Limited 


THE  MOST  PERFECT  RAILWAY 
TRAIN  OF  THIS  PROGRESSIVE 
AGE      /.     v    .'.    v    .'.    v    .'.    v 


RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 


New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis        ^^^^^^^^^= 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every   Home    Comfort 


J. 

B. 

HUTCHINSON 

Gen.  Manager 

GEO.  W. 

Asst 

J. 

BOYD 

.  Gen.  Pa 

R 

ss. 

WOOD 

Gen.  Pass. 
Ag't. 

Ag't. 

ifflimwifm 


P.  N.  Degerberg 


■J  43 1  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Ladies'  Catlor 


ESTABLISHED    1350 


BROADBENT  GO. 
^     flrtiSfS  and 

--  Photographers 

J4J5  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 

Portraiture  in  plain  photography,  crayon, 
water  color  or  pastel  from  life  or  by  copy. 
Landscape,  or  interior  work.  Grouping 
indoor  or  in  the  open  air.  Only  the  best 
work  at  reasonable  prices. 

Special  Rates  to  Students 


John  S.  Trower, 
Caterer  and  Confectioner, 

-5706  MAIN  STREET, 

Telephone  Connection.  Germantown.  Phlla. 


...THE... 

Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

CAPITAL,    $250,000 

President,  A.  A.  HIRST 

Vice-President,  W.  H.  RAMSEY 
and  Surer,    JOHN  S.  GARRIGUES 


SUPERIOR  OUTING  BOOTS 

An  uftequaled  combination  of 
comfort  and  economy 


WOMEN'S  CALFSKIN 
BLUCHERS  —  Heavy 
Sole,  Extension  Edge    . 


WOilEN'S  CALFSKIN 
LACE  BOOT— Dull  Tops, 
Extra  Heavy  Sole,  Ex- 
tension Edge     .... 


$5.oo 
$5.oo 


A  fine  assortment  of  Superior  Slippers, 
$-3.50  -up.  Special  selection  of  orna- 
ments and  trimmings  applied  to  suit 
individual  taste  and  preference. 


Cousins 


1226 


Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA,   PA. 
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Editorial. 

One  great  charm  of  the  close 
of  the  year,  at  Bryn  Mawr,  is 
the  lack  of  any  sense  of  finality. 
Basket  ball,  tea  under  the  cherry 
trees,  examinations,  we  have  the 
certainty  that  returning  spring 
will  bring  them  back  to  us,  un- 
changed. The  one  sad  event  is 
the  departure  of  the  Seniors,  and 
yet,    so   surely   as    we   shall   be 


waiting  to  welcome  them,  so 
surely  we  hope  they  will  all  come 
back,  in  the  glory  of  their  alum- 
nae dignity,  to  see  us  toiling 
along  in  their  footsteps.  The 
Philistine  is  not  good  at  fare- 
well speeches,  and  finds  it  em- 
barrassing to  stand  before  the 
footlights,  facing  an  audience 
expectant  of  words  of  wisdom. 
Last   words   are   not   easy,   and 
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should  not  be  long  in  the  saying. 
To  wish  good  luck  next  year  to 
the  three  lower  classes,  in  their 
shifted  ranks,  to  wish  lasting 
health  and  happiness  to  the 
Seniors — this  at  least  we  do  with 
all  our  hearts.  So  The  Philis- 
tine makes  his  bow,  thanking 
you  each  and  all  for  your  kind 
attention  throughout  the  year. 


Pinafore. 

The  Savoy  Opera  Company 
will  give  a  performance  of 
"Pinafore,"  at  the  Broad  Street 
Theatre,  Thursday  evening,  May 
29,  for  the  benefit  of  the  Library 
Fund.  They  have  very  kindly 
agreed  to  reserve  the  Gallery  for 
the  students  of  the  College,  and 
for  Miss  Baldwin's  and  Miss 
Shipley's  schools.  Tickets  in  the 
Gallery  will  be  $1,  and  can  be 
bought  from  Miss  Martha  R. 
White,  25-29  Pembroke  West, 
and  from  students  in  other  halls, 
whose  names  will  be  announced 
later.  All  other  seats,  Balcony 
and  Floor,  are  $1.50. 


College  Notes. 

The  fairy  stories  given  at  the 
Junior-Senior  supper  were  re- 
peated on  May  12,  for  the  bene- 
fit of  the  Library  Fund. 

A  mandolin  and  banjo  club 
concert  was  given  on  May  13, 
for  the  same  purpose. 

The  Library  Fund,  including 
the  $10,000  promised  by  the  Un- 
dergraduate Association  now 
amounts  to  $208,000. 


Midnight. 

The  moon  was  hanging  low 
over  Rosemont  and  the  campus 
lay  absolutely  still  in  the  dark- 
ness. Taylor  had  sounded  ten 
o'clock  two  hours  before,  and 
since  then  the  ruddy  lights  in  the 
windows  had  been  gradually  dis- 
appearing, until  now  but  a  few 
steady  lamp-posts  gleamed  here 
and  there.  The  maple  trees  in 
the  avenue  had  been  whispering 
mysteriously  ever  since  the  sing- 
ing on  the  steps,  but  now  they 
suddenly  stopped,  for  a  mournful 
sound  seemed  to  come  from  the 
direction  of  Radnor.  Then  the 
authoritative  voice  of  Taylor 
broke  the  stillness.  'What  is  the 
matter?  Is  Radnor  complaining 
again  ?" 

"Oh  no,  indeed.  I'm  just  sorry 
for  the  Gym,"  was  the  hurried 
explanation.  "I'm  so  sorry,  for 
there's  nothing  to  say  to  comfort 
him.  He's  feeling  badly  at  the 
prospect  of  the  Students'  Build- 
ing. You  see,  the  rest  of  us  have 
not  realized  what  it  would  mean 
to  him,  when  we  have  urged  it 
on.  This  spring  weather  has 
made  him  reminiscent  and  senti- 
mental, that  is  all." 

"Oh,  tell  us  about  it,  please," 
came  a  chorus  from  the  other 
side  of  Pembroke  East.  "Quiet, 
children,"  answered  Taylor,  "and 
you  shall  hear  what  the  Gym 
has  to  tell.  Listen — for  you  can 
have  no  such  feelings,  and  must 
respect  them  in  the  rest  of  us." 

The  Gym's  voice  began  with  a 
half  smothered  sob,  "It  all  came 
from  something:  I  heard  at  the 
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Junior-Senior  supper.  The  whole 
thing  came  over  me  then,  when 
I  heard  a  girl  who  has  hung 
many  a  curtain  back  of  the  stage 
in  her  time,  remark  as  she  was 
doing  it  that  day,  'I  don't  envy 
the  future  generations  their  con- 
venient stage  in  the  Students' 
Building,  or  their  well-appointed 
banqueting  hall.  What  will 
they  have  upon  which  to  ex- 
ercise their  ingenuity  and  wit? 
How  much  fun  and  frolic 
would  be  lost  if  there  were 
plenty  of  room  behind  the  scenes, 
or  plenty  of  room  on  the  stage? 
and  then  just  think  of  the  plays 
and  the  people  (historic  days!) 
that  this  dear  old  Gym  has  seen  !' 
Well,  that  brought  the  whole 
thing  up,  you  see.  What  a  place 
I  have  held  in  the  courses  and 
affections  of  the  classes — and  I 
just  cannot  bear  to  lose  it.  The 
fall  will  be  unbearable  without 
a  Sophomore  play  to  raise  my 
intellectual  standards,  and  I  love 
the  Freshman  plays  even  better 
— the  rehearsals  better  still — 
they  give  me  a  start  for  the 
stupid  winter.  Then  I  shall 
simply  die  of  weariness  in  the 
spring,  when  there  are  no  more 
gaieties.  Do  you  suppose  they 
will  hang  the  championship  ban- 
ner on  the  Students'  Building? 
That's  all  the  basket  ball  I've  had 
since  they  went  to  the  lower 
field."  He  ended  his  long  speech 
pathetically.  Sounds  of  sym- 
pathy came  from  all  over  the 
campus  and  the  Pembrokes  said 
that  their  plan  would  not  be  the 
same  when  the  halls  of  a  new 


dormitory  should  arise.  The 
trees  along  the  corner  entrance 
sighed  mournfully  when  Taylor 
began  to  speak  again,  for  they 
knew  why  his  voice  was  sad. 

"I  am  glad  and  expectant  all 
day,"  he  explained  apologeti- 
cally, "but  in  these  last  summer 
evenings  the  singing  on  the  steps 
has  proved  too  much  for  me. 
Will  it  help  you,  Gymnasium,  to 
know  that  I  have  troubles,  too? 
Have  you  thought  that  half  of 
my  usefulness  will  depart,  and 
all  the  library  which  I  have  treas- 
ured so  carefully,  whose  growth 
I  have  watched  and  tended,  will 
be  transferred  to  the  splendid 
new  academic  building?  I  shall 
not  feel  hurt  at  being  outshone 
by  its  beauty,  but  it  is  real  bitter- 
ness to  lose  the  glory  of  my  eyes, 
the  prospect  of  green  lawn,  the 
feathery  trees  and  the  white  walk 
curving  to  the  corner." 

The  younger  halls  were  too 
awed  to  speak,  and  a  melancholy 
hush  followed  Taylor's  words. 
Then  from  near  the  heavy  pall 
of  darkness  that  covered  poor 
crippled  Denbigh  came  a  serious 
and  quiet  voice :  "Not  long  ago" 
— it  was  Merion  speaking — "not 
so  many  years  ago  my  joy  and 
pride  was  in  being  the  only  and 
best  beloved  hall  on  this  green 
slope,  but  am  I  not  prouder  of 
this  campus  now  than  I  was  then? 
And  do  I  not  love  it  infinitely 
better  for  the  sacrifice?" 

Not  even  the  authoritative 
voice  of  Taylor  dared  make 
reply. 

L.  P.  A.,  '03. 
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O,  We  Love  Propriety. 

A  capital  brig 

Was  the  Nancy  Prig, 

With  a  right  good  captain,  too, 

But  her  scutcheon  bright 

Was  tarnished  quite 

By  a  most  ill-mannered  crew. 

Their  manners  were  such 

As  beat  the  Dutch ; 

They  were  known  to  use  tobaccy, 

Their  horrid  ways 

Made  sad  the  days 

Of  Bill  and  Joe  and  Jacky. 

These  were  polite, 
Tho'  they  never  quite 
Could  stand  a  heavy  breeze ; 
These  were  well-bred 
And  always  said: 
"I    thank    you"    and    "if    you 
please." 

They  never  could 
Have  understood 
The  art  of  navigation, 
But  pigtails  neat, 
And  well  shod  feet 
Saved  each  his  reputation. 

One  dreadful  day, 

I  blush  to  say, 

In  a  fight  with  a  privateer, 

Our  refined  Jack 

Was  heard  to  crack 

The  air  with  a  vulgar  cheer. 

Needless  to  tell, 
From  that  time, — well, 
A  man  of  such  disposition 
By  Bill  and  Joe 
"Warn't  favored,"  so 
They  cut  him  with  great  preci- 
sion. 


To  shoulders  cold 

(It  must  be  told) 

Replied  the  horrid  creature : 

"All  right,  good  day, 

Let  others  play 

In  your  yard  in  the  future." 

He  back-slid.     Soon, 

One  afternoon, 

(Will  horrors  never  cease), 

Joe  came  on  deck 

To  aid  a  wreck 

In  trousers  without  a  crease. 

Bill  gave  one  look  ( ! !) 

And  then  betook 

Himself  apart.     Said  he: 

"This  chill  reserve 

Is  to  preserve 

The  bon  ton  in  the  navy." 

Joe  back-slid.     Bill 

Lived  lonely  till 

High  breeding  wore  him  thin ; 

Such  high  veneer 

As  no  one  here 

Could  puncture  with  a  pin. 

"O  come,  I  say!" 

He  cried  one  day, 

"It's  too  bad,  'pon  my  word ! 

I'll  backslide.    Come 

All  customs  bum — 

I  go  to  join  the  herd." 

And  now  this  brig — 

The  Nancy  Prig — 

Isn't  mentioned  in  good  society. 

O  drop  a  tear, 

Fond  reader,  here, 

On  the  grave  of  lost  propriety. 

M.  R.  W.,  '03. 
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1904  Class  Supper. 

On  Friday  night,  May  9,  the 
Sophomore  Class  Supper  was 
given  in  Pembroke  dining-room. 
The  tables  were  placed  to  repre- 
sent a  lantern,  and  what  with 
the  thin  dresses  and  colored  rib- 
bons of  the  girls,  and  the  decora- 
tions of  dog-wood  and  pink 
roses,  there  never  was  a  lantern 
that  honored  a  class  more  bright- 
ly. In  this  respect  the  class  hon- 
ored itself  too,  because  the  wit 
of  its  various  members  shown 
almost  incessantly,  sometimes  in 
very  original  toasts,  sometimes 
in  a  fine  rendering  of  various 
songs.  Miss  Gillender,  the  toast- 
mistress,  not  only  spoke  clever- 
ly herself,  but  managed  the 
toasts  in  such  a  way  that  no 
one  was  tired  of  the  party. 
Miss  Buzby's  toast  was  an  es- 
pecially fine  production,  as  the 
writer  had  evidently  master- 
ed the  language  of  Erin,  wherein 
she  expressed  herself.  Miss 
Greene  danced,  Miss  Kohn  and 
Miss  Chauvenet  were  among  the 
best  speakers,  and  last  but  not 
least,  were  the  cheerers,  who 
having  no  other  special  duty, 
paid  attention  to  applause.  Miss 
Southerland  spoke  last  and  her 
toast  was  properly  the  one  of 
most  interest  to  her  hearers. 


1905  Class  Supper. 

The  enthusiasm  of  the  Fresh- 
men transformed  that  staid  and 
formal  event,  a  class  supper,  into 
a  most  jovial  occasion,  on  Fri- 
day, the  sixteenth.  The  tables 
were  arranged  close  to  the  walls, 


in  a  hollow  square,  with  the  class 
flag  hung  over  the  doorway  of 
Pembroke  East.  Miss  F.  E. 
Mason  was  toastmistress,  and 
with  the  aid  of  various  im- 
promptu speeches  and  "stunts," 
she  saw  to  it  that  time  did  not 
drag  heavily.  An  amusing  toast, 
by  no  means  "dry  and  un-but- 
tered"  as  she  declared,  but  on 
the  contrary  spiced  with  count- 
less puns,  was  Miss  Marshall's, 
on  the  subject  of  "Athletics." 
Another  on  the  same  topic,  brief 
and  extemporaneous,  was  de- 
livered by  Miss  Herrick.  One 
of  the  best  toasts  was  Miss 
Meigs's  on  the  subject,  "Realism 
versus  Romanticism  at  Bryn 
Mawr."  If  the  Freshmen  en- 
joyed themselves  half  as  much 
as  they  appeared  to,  or  as  the 
spectators  did,  the  supper  was 
an  undoubted  success. 


T%r  tnt  in  ts.o  <y  c 
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Basket  Ball. 


Monday,  May  5. 


Thursday,  May  8. 


1902.                  vs.  1903. 

h.,  Gignoux.  g.,  Dabney. 

r.  f.,  Boyd.  1.  b.,  Meigs. 

1.  f.,  Adams.  r.  b.,  Lange. 

c.  c,  Balch.  c.  c,  Hulburd. 

r.  c,  Billmeyer.  1.  c,  Raymond. 

1.  c,  Campbell.  r.  c,  Clarke. 

g.,  Cragin.  h.,  Sinclair. 

r.  b.,   Spencer.  1.  f.,  Boucher. 

1.  b.,  Congdon.  r.  f.,  Spencer. 

1902 :      4 — Boyd,  one   throw    from 

the  field ;  Gignoux,  two  free  throws. 

1903  :     1 — Sinclair,  one  free  throw. 


Tuesday,  May  6. 

1904.  vs.  1905. 

h.,  Swindell.  g.,  F.  E.  Mason, 

r.  f.,  Van  Wagenen.  1.  b.,  A.  E.  Mason. 
1.  f.,  White.  r.  b.,  Jaynes. 

c.  c,  Pfaff.  c.  c,  Denison. 

r.  c,  Woods.  1.  c,  Kempton. 

1.  c,  Case.  r.  c,  Meigs, 

g.,  McCormick.  h.,  Marshall, 

r.  b.,  Dudley.  1.  f.,  Spencer. 

1.  b.,  Kellen.  r.  f.,  Day. 

1904 :       3 — Swindell,     one     throw 
from  the  field,  one  free  throw. 

1905 :    o. 


Wednesday,  May  7. 

1902.  vs.  1903. 

h..  Gignoux.  g.,  Meigs,  first  half. 

Dabney,  second  half, 
r.  f.,  Boyd.        1.  b.,  Strong,  first  half. 
Meigs,  second  half. 
1.  f.,  Adams.  r.  b.,  Lange. 

c.  c,  Balch.  c.  c,  Clarke, 

r.  c,  Billmeyer.  1.  c,  Raymond. 

1.  c,  Campbell.  r.  c,  Lovell. 

g.,  Cragin.  h.,  Sinclair, 

r.  b.,  Shearer.  1.  f.,  Spencer. 

1.  b.,  Congdon.  r.  f.,  Boucher, 

1902 :  6 — Gignoux,  one  throw 
from  the  field ;  Boyd,  one  throw  from 
the  field ;  Adams,  one  throw  from  the 
field. 

1903  :     1 — Sinclair,  one  free  throw. 


1904.  vs.  1905. 

h.,  Swindell.  g.,  F.  E.  Mason, 

r.  f.,  Van  Wagenen.  1.  b.,  A.  E.  Mason. 
1.  f.,  White.  r.  b.,  Jaynes, 

c.  c,  Pfaff.  c.  c,  Meigs, 

r.  c,  Woods.  1.  c,  Kempton. 

1.  c,  Case.  r.  c,  Lynde. 

g.,  Dudley.  h.,  Day. 

r.  b.,  Kellen.  1.  f.,  Marshall. 

1.  b.,  McCormick.  r.  f.,  Denison. 

1904:  5 — Swindell,  five  three 
throws. 

1905  :  10 — Denison,  two  throws 
from  the  field ;  Day,  one  throw  from 
the  field,  two  free  throws ;  Marshall, 
one  throw  from  the  field. 


Saturday,   May   10. 


1904.  vs. 

h.,  Swindell.  g.,  F. 

r.  f.,  Van  Wagenen.  1.  b.,  A. 


1. 

f.,  White. 

r. 

c. 

c,  Pfaff. 

c. 

r. 

c,  Woods. 

1.  c. 

1. 

c,  Case. 

r. 

g 

,   Criswell. 

r 

b.,  McCormick 

1.  f., 

1. 

b.,  Dudley. 

r.  f. 

1900 :     4 — Van 

Wagenen, 

dell 

1905  :     2 — Day, 

two 

free 

1905. 

E.  Mason. 
E.  Mason, 
b.,  Jaynes. 

c,  Meigs. 

Kempton. 

c,  Lynde. 

h.,   Day. 

Marshall. 
,  Denison. 

1 ;  Swin- 

throws. 


Monday,  May  12. 
1904-  vs.  1902. 

h.,  Swindell.  g.,  Cragin. 

r.   f.,  Van  Wagenen.     1.  b.,   Spencer. 
1.  f.,  White.  r.  b.,  Shearer, 

c.  c,  Pfaff.  c.  c,  Balch. 

r.  c,  Case.  1.  c,  Campbell. 

1.  c,  Woods.  r.  c,  Billmeyer. 

g.,  Dudley,  first  half.       h.,  Gignoux. 

Criswell,  second  half, 
r.  b.,  McCormick.  1.  f.,  Adams. 

1.  b.,  Kellen,  first  half.        r.  f.,  Boyd. 

Dudley,  second  half. 

1902 :  6 — Gignoux,  one  throw 
from  the  field ;  Adams,  one  throw 
from  the  field ;  Boyd,  one  throw  from 
the  field. 

1904 :    o. 
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Wednesday, 
1902.  vs. 

h.,  Gignoux. 
r.  f.,  Boyd. 
1.  f.,  Adams.  r. 

c.  c,  Balch. 
r.  c,  Billmeyer. 
1.  c,  Campbell, 
g.,  Cragin. 
r.  b.,  Shearer. 
1.  b.,  Spencer.       r.  f. 


May   14. 

1904. 

g.,  Criswell. 

1.  b.,  Kellen. 

b.,   McCormick, 

c.  c,  Pfaff. 

1.  c,  Woods. 

r.  c.,  Case. 

h.,   Swindell. 

1.  f.,  White. 

,  Van  Wagenen. 

1902  :     1 — Swindell,  one  free  throw. 
1904 :         1 — Gignoux,       one      free 
throw. 


Friday,  May  16. 


1902. 
h.,  Todd, 
r.  f.,  Chandlee. 
1.  f.,  Adams, 
c.  c,   Clark, 
r.  c,  Congdon. 
1.  c.,   Gignoux. 
g.,    Cragin. 
r.  b.,  Shearer. 
1.  b.,  Spencer. 


vs.  1904. 

g.,   Criswell. 

1.  b.,  Kellen. 

r.  b.,  McCormick. 

c.  c,  Pfaff. 

1.  c,  Case. 

r.  c,  Woods. 

h.,    Swindell. 

l.f.,  White. 

r.  f.,  Van  Wagenen. 


1002  :  5 — Todd,  one  free  throw 
Chandlee,  one  throw  from  the  field : 
Adams,  one  throw  from  the  field. 

1904 :     o. 


Junior-Senior  Supper. 

On  the  evening  of  the  tenth  of 
May,  The  Philistine  had 
again  the  pleasure  of  witnessing 
a  Junior-Senior  Supper,  that  of 
'03  to  '02.  The  most  important 
part  of  a  supper  is  usually  the 
food,  but  there  were  so  many  im- 
portant parts  of  this  supper  that 
it  would  be  hard  to  give  the 
laurel  wreath  to  any  one  of  them. 
The  menu  was  extensive  and 
delicious.  The  Philistine,  who 
has  sat  on  the  side-lines  at  a 
number  of  these  feasts,  has  never 
before  had  so  much  trouble  in 


keeping  his  position.  The 
thought  of  those  lobster  cutlets 
and  green  peas,  those  spring 
chickens  and  mushrooms,  that 
asparagus-tip  salad  and  those 
great  red  strawberries,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  clams,  bouillon, 
ice  cream  and  cake,  coffee  and 
lemonade,  makes  his  mouth 
water  even  now.  While  the  fa- 
vored guests  enjoyed  their  half 
chickens  fresh  from  the  shell, 
and  the  hungry  underclassmen 
hung  over  the  balcony  in  immi- 
nent danger  of  crashing  through 
the  entrancing  network  of  pink 
paper  roses  and  green  leaves  that 
canopied  the  feasters,  wonderful 
scenes  from  fairy  land  were  be- 
ing enacted  on  the  stage.  Miss 
Follansbee,  as  Puck,  opened  the 
magic  gates  of  imagination  in  an 
excellent  prologue,  and  through 
the  opened  gates  even  the  hoar- 
iest Senior  was  carried  back  to 
the  fairyland  of  her  childhood. 
Fairies  danced  as  they  used  to 
dance  only  through  our  dream- 
ing heads,  and  Miss  Field,  as 
Goldylocks,  was  a  child  herself 
as  she  sang  with  charming  sweet- 
ness to  a  doll-baby  bear.  The 
three  bears  danced  with  a  vigor 
and  vim  that  only  enchanted 
bears  could  possess.  Then  the 
tale  of  Snow-white  and  the 
Dwarfs  went  on  before  us  and 
a  white-capped  Snow-  white 
danced  with  her  handsome  step- 
mother most  gracefully.  The 
most  fairy-like  of  all,  with  the 
glittering  of  sea-moss  and  the 
soft  green  glimmer  of  moonlight 
through  the  ocean,  was  the 
tragedy   of  the   little   Mermaid. 
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Here  Miss  Raymond  made  a 
beautiful  little  mermaid — how 
we  regretted  that  she  must  be- 
come dumb  after  once  we  had 
heard  her  sing ! 

Her  dive  into  the  sea  was  a 
startling  piece  of  realism  and 
even  accompanied  by  a  splash. 
The  lords  and  ladies  of  the  Court 
of  Sorrento,  with  Miss  Whitney 
as  their  king,  the  pages  and  the 
other  mermaids  were  all  quite 
as  perfect  in  their  parts  and 
graceful  in  their  dancing  as  the 
fairies,  the  bears  and  the  dwarfs 
had  been ;  so  that  throughout  the 
whole,  the  allusion  was  extremely 
well  sustained.  Even  the  tiny 
pink  lights  through  the  roses  on 
the  tables  added  a  gleam  of  fairy 
light  and  the  snappers  with  caps 
inside  completed  the  illusion  of 
childhood. 

Many  thanks,  O  1903, 
For  a  night  of  jollity ; 
Many  thanks,  Juniors,  to  you, 
From  the  Class  of  1902. 

E.  C,  *02. 


On  the  Bryn  Mawr  Campus. 

A  stranger  one  day  wandered 
into  the  confines  of  an  Institu- 
tion for  Learning,  which  has 
recently  made  quite  a  stir  in 
moneyed  circles.  Many  maidens 
dotted  the  campus  in  gay  clusters 
and  showed  Efficient  Capability 
in  Habitually  Joking  Cynically. 
"It  is  quite  evident  the  place  Has 
Much  Brains,"  the  stranger  mur- 
mured uncomfortably,  but  his 
interest  revived  when  an  Exceed- 


ingly Dressy  Woman  hove  in 
sight.  "Loves  Society,"  he  solil- 
oquized, "Has  Ponderous  Bows 
on  her  Curling  Hair,  Airs 
Her  Thoughts  most  freely  and 
though  Exceedingly  Childlike  is 
doubtless  an  Honored  Linguistic 
Specialist.  Such  a  Mighty  Talk- 
er and  one  so  Jaunty  At  Times 
could  not  be  otherwise.  Ever  So 
Captivating,  though,  I  wonder 
who  she  is."  At  this  moment  he 
is  caught  staring  by  one  Genteely 
Disdainful,  and  though  an  Ex- 
tremely Kind  Person,  Ever  Do- 
cilely Behaved,  he  becomes  Al- 
most Hopelessly  Decrepit  at  the 
sight  of  the  Family's  Brilliant 
Star.  A  little  later,  however,  he 
Enjoys  True  Luxury  and  again 
Exhibits  Firm  Serenity  under 
the  cooling  shadow  of  a  maple 
tree.  Under  the  next  tree,  how- 
ever, a  Languishing  Pampered 
Beauty,  Jollies  Her  Companions 
and  Acts  So  Ravishingly  that  he 
Keeps  Smiling  Felicitously  to 
himself.  Just  then  a  Little  Dear 
of  his  acquaintance  sits  down 
under  his  tree.  He  Can't  Bluff any 
longer  that  he  is  Mathematically 
So  Able  and  that  he  Fondly 
Takes  Chemistry  because  he 
thinks  he  Has  Scientific  No- 
tions; so  she  notices  his  dis- 
tracted air  and  though  by  na- 
ture a  Radiantly  Happy  Maiden 
who  Has  Brilliant  Tendencies, 
Finds  Writing  Congenial  and 
likes  Everything  Done  Methodi- 
cally, she  now  becomes  a  Maiden 
Perpetually  Blushing  and  Em- 
ploys Memory  Rarely  to  find  an 
Able  Superintendent,  An  Om- 
nipotent Athlete  with  Finely  De- 
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veloped  Arms  to  drag  her  too 
susceptible  swain  from  that  dan- 
gerous spot.  In  default  of  the 
athlete  she  shows  that  she  Has 
Abundant  Wit  and  Makes  Bril- 
liant Jokes  and  although  she 
Lacks  Recklessness,  she  Keeps 
Discussing  Violently  about  an 
Excellent  Dictator  who  Enjoys 
Tasks  and  Judiciously  Manages 
Boys  in  an  orphan  asylum.  This 
friend  who  is  Ever  Mannishly 
Groomed,  Misses  Cultured  Bos- 
ton and  Continually  Shows 
Capability  in  Lustily  Maintain- 
ing Whims  and  in  proving  the 
Encyclopedia  Totally  Over- 
shadowed by  the  ordinary  Bos- 
ton child.  The  stranger,  thinking 
Moderation  Her  Hobby,  yawns 
and  sees  a  Joyful  Big  Creature 
go  by  who  Just  Beams  Kiddishly 
at  him  and  passes  on.  He  feels 
that  She  Mocks  him. 

In  the  nick  of  time  one  who 
Chants  In  Choruses,  A  Fine  Sing- 
er and  a  Mighty  Clever  Worker, 
whose  only  weakness  is  that  she 
Longs  After  Photographs,  ap- 
proaches and  yells,  "1902,  this 
way."  And  in  an  instant  the 
maid  who  Enjoys  Classic  Recre- 
ation, the  Eternally  Diligent,  the 
Exceedingly  Proper  Girl,  the 
Busy  Woman,  who  Continually 
Eats  Marshmallozvs,  the  Ener- 
getic Beau-Catcher  and  even  she 
who  Had  ^Better  Study,  each  one 
Shows  Fine  Agility  in  getting 
behind  Radnor  and  there  Fasci- 
nates Half  Mankind  by  her  Ex- 
cellent Judgment  in  practicing 
the  class  song.  The  stranger, 
overpowered,  thoughtfully  takes 


up     his     hat     and     disappears 
through  Pembroke  Arch. 


Philistine  !     Extra  \ 

On  the  evening  of  May  16, 
'04  gave  to  '02  a  most  original 
and  amusing  entertainment  in 
the  form  of  an  extra  edition  of 
The  Fortnightly  Philistine. 
We  would  like  to  cast  modesty 
aside  and  call  it  a  typical  num- 
ber. Editorial,  poetry,  illustra- 
tions, plays,  alumnae  notes — even 
the  padding  was  there.  The  pro- 
grams were  editions  of  the  paper 
in  miniature,  with  the  familiar 
green  cover,  and  the  following 
list  of  contents : 

1.  Editorial. 

2.  Poetry. 

3.  Illustration. 

4.  Farce:  "Breaking  the  Ice." 

5.  Illustration :  "The  Room- 
Drawing." 

6.  "The  Advantages  of  Being 
a  Senior." 

7.  Alumnae  Notes:  "A  Re- 
union of  1902." 

8.  "By  Way  of  Padding." 

9.  Conclusion:  "The  Young 
Lady  Carrying  a  Coal-Hod." 

The  Alumnae  notes  were  par- 
ticularly happy  in  their  repre- 
sentations of  certain  members  of 
'02.  Perhaps  the  most  telling 
feature  of  the  evening  was  that 
necessity  of  all  regulated  periodi- 
cals, the  page  of  advertisements. 
H.  H.  Battles  supplied  flowers 
for  Miss  Douglas  and  Miss 
Cragin.  Chas.  W.  Glocker  pro- 
vided   refreshments,    "with    the 


IO 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


latest  improvements,"  and  four 
clowns  concluded  with  a  repre- 
sentation of  Carpenter's  method 
of  arranging  select  dances. 

We  can  only  say  that,  our  eyes 
having  been  opened  to  what  the 
Philistine  might  be,  henceforth 
our  aim  will  be  to  emulate  this 
extra  edition. 


Our  Townsfolk— The   Village 
Mean  Man. 

There  was  a  feud  in  the  val- 
ley, and  everyone  sympathized 
with  either  one  side  or  the  other. 
We  tried  to  hold  aloof,  but  what 
could  we  do  when  our  farmer 
took  our  horses  ten  miles  to  be 
shod  because,  forsooth,  the  vil- 
lage blacksmith  belonged  to  the 
Opposition?  We  had  to  adopt 
a  cause  finally ;  it  would  have 
taxed  the  skill  of  a  Metternich 
to  steer  a  middle  course,  and  so 
we  took  up  the  side  of  our  farm- 
er. No  one  knew  how  the  feud 
had  originated,  or  why  it  was 
kept  up. 

We  wanted  a  cow  and  began 
negotiations  with  Farmer  Hale. 
As  he  asked  too  much,  we  started 
to  drive  away,  Edith  casually 
murmuring  that  we  would  go 
and  look  at  Farmer  Moore's  cow. 
Immediately  Farmer  Hale  was 
all  attention. 

"What!  Don't  tell  me  that 
Josh  Moore  is  trying  to  stick  you 
fer  that  caow  of  his'n  as  ain't 
worth  the  peowder  to  blow  her 
up?  Waal  I  call  it  ruther  mean 
o'  him  to  take  a  party  from  the 


city  as  don't  know  nothin'  'bout 
caows  and  stick  'em  with  a  ani- 
mal like  that.  But  I  reckon 
Moore's  'bout  mean  enough  to 
do  most  anything.  Did  yer  ever 
hear  what  he  done  ter  Si  Tyler 
when  he  wuz  taown  sheriff? 
No?  Waal  he  alius  had  a 
grudge  agin'  Si,  'n'  one  Sunday 
he  found  him  up  a  back  road  a- 
haulin'  timber  'n'  " — he  came  a 
step  nearer  and  rested  his  elbow 
impressively  on  the  wheel, — "he 
stuck  him  a  dollar  for  a  break- 
in'  o'  the  Sabbath!" 

We  were  deeply  impressed, 
but  fearing  innumerable  similar 
tales  would  follow  if  we  but 
gave  them  a  chance,  we  drove 
away  with  haste  and  under  pro- 
test, saying  we  would  look  at 
the  cow  anyway. 

We  bought  her  and  never  had 
any  cause  to  regret  it.  The  trans- 
action served  to  introduce  us  to 
a  prominent  member  of  the  Op- 
position, otherwise  known  as  the 
town  mean  man. 

Mean  he  undoubtedly  was, 
but  he  was  also  pathetic  because 
so  cordially  and  reasonably  un- 
popular. He  quarrelled  for 
years  with  his  next-door  neigh- 
bor over  a  few  square  feet  of  land, 
spending  some  thousand  dollars 
of  his  hard-earned  money  on  the 
law-suit;  when  at  length  the 
neighbor  sold  out,  and  Moore 
asked  the  purchaser  as  a  favor 
to  take  the  disputed  land,  it  went 
down  in  the  town  records  as  the 
only  case  in  which  he  had  ever 
given  way.  When  he  wanted  to 
be  most  affable  he  would  take 
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you  to  drive,  prefixing  the  in- 
formation, "It  shan't  cost  ye  a 
cent, — not  a  cent !"  It  was  with 
this  time-worn  phrase  appended 
that  he  invited  us  to  the  county 
fair.  I  wondered  vaguely  if  there 
was  not  some  method  in  his  mad- 
ness,— and  there  was. 

"It's  about  ten  mile  to  Sanford, 
so  I  reckon  we'd  best  start  about 
nine,  'n'  then  we'll  be  home  be- 
fore dinner-time."  Then,  after  a 
pause,  possibly  embarrassed,  "of 
course  if  I  drive  ye  over,  you'll 
pay  the  entrance ;  — but  it  shan't 
cost  ye  a  cent,  not  the  drivin' 
over." 

It  was  a  typical  Massachusetts 
county  fair,  and  that  is  all  it  is 
necessary  to  say  in  praise  of  it. 
On  the  drive  home  we  were  com- 
paring notes  on  what  we  had 
done.  We  who  had  spent  all  our 
money  in  the  side  shows  of  the 
mid-way,  asked  Mr.  Moore  what 
he  had  bought. 

"Waal  I  didn't  get  nothin'  but 
a  present  fer  my  wife."  (Unac- 
countable generosity,  I  thought.) 
Skillfully  manoeuvring  the  reins, 
he,  a  trifle  shame-facedly  drew 
forth  from  his  pocket  three  spec- 
tacle cases,  and  from  each  of 
them  a  pair  of  spectacles  re- 
splendent in  gold  rims.  I  could 
think  of  nothing  but  Moses  in 
"The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,"  and 
so  I  simply  gasped.  But  Edith, 
who  always  arose  to  an  occasion 
said  in  a  voice  calm,  albeit  a  little 
choked : 

"Why,  how  pleased  she  will 
be !  Aren't  they  pretty  !"  If  the 
comment  seems  hardly  fitted  for 
spectacles  in  general,  it  was  ad- 


mirably adapted  for  this  particu- 
lar case. 

"Yes,  ain't  they?  And  they 
do  be  so  cheap  !  How  much  d'ye 
suppose  they  cost?" 

"About  $3  apiece,"  Edith  sug- 
gested, on  consideration. 

"No  sirree  !  The  whol'  lot  fer 
$2.25 !"  triumphantly,  "That's 
the  nicest  thing  about  them — the 
price." 

"But  how  do  you  know  they 
will  fit?"  I  asked,  "And  why 
three  pairs  at  once?" 

Edith  gave  me  a  warning  look, 
but  Mr.  Moore  was  quite  at  his 
ease. 

"Oh,  waal  they  fit  me,  'n'  she's 
alius  borrowin'  mine,  so  I  reckon 
they'll  be  all  right.  One  pair's 
for  her  naow,  'n'  the  second 
pair's  fer  when  she  loses  the  first 
pair,  'n'  the  third  pair's  fur  her  to 
lend  me  when  I  lose  mine." 

Who  could  ask  a  more  satis- 
factory explanation? 

C.  D.  L.,  '03. 


A  Garden. 

Lying  foursquare  with  three 
clanging,  toilsome  city  streets 
and  a  shirking  alley  is  a  garden, 
whose  tree-tops,  at  least,  are  old 
friends  to  me.  They  are  guarded 
so  well  by  a  twelve-foot  brick 
wall  and  a  cool,  serene,  high- 
shouldered,  peaceful  convent  that 
one  never  sees  their  trunks,  and 
only  the  green  of  the  branches 
every  spring  convinces  one  they 
must  have  trunks.  And  in  these 
words  the  secret  of  the  garden  is 
out.      Its    charm    is    irresistible 


12 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


suggestiveness,  that  will  not  let 
the  imagination  stop  at  the  dull, 
red,  mottled  brick  wall,  over 
which  green  vines  clamber  down 
toward  the  street.  No;  the  ivy 
and  the  creeper,  which  seem  the 
abundant  beauty  of  the  garden 
overflowing  into  the  public  thor- 
oughfare; the  pear  branches, 
white  in  early  May  with  a 
largess  of  blossoms ;  the  deep, 
thick  foliage  and  creamy  cones 
of  the  horse-chestnuts,  all  lead 
one's  fancy  to  leap  the  wall  and 
journey  up  and  down  the  for- 
bidden paths  of  the  garden.  The 
only  way  to  verify  one's  notion 
of  its  geography  would  be  to 
invent  some  wordy  matter  of 
business  with  an  unsuspecting 
sister,  which  would  sooner  or 
later  lead  one  past  a  back  door 
or  window  of  the  convent  and 
give  the  much-desired  glimpse 
into  the  green  depths  of  the  gar- 
den. And  this,  on  the  whole,  it 
seems  best  not  to  do;  for  the 
shock  of  finding  it  commonplace, 
ill-kept,  or  ugly  would  be  bitter, 
and  even  if  it  surpassed  one's  idea 
of  its  charm,  the  garden  would 
be  robbed,  by  knowledge,  of  its 
present  vague,  delicious  mystery. 
As  it  is,  fancy  once  given  free 
rein,  with  what  may  one  not  en- 
dow this  convent  garden?  Per- 
haps there  are  winding  walks 
that  lead  one  on  with  the  lust  of 
discovery,  green  tunnels  under 
the  close  horse-chestnuts ;  per- 
haps old-fashioned  flower  beds 
within  square-clipped  box  hedges 
add  the  charm  of  all  the  flowers 
proper  to  such  parterres,  from 
the   purple  and   white   crocuses 


of  April  to  the  gay  holly-hocks 
of  mid-summer;  there  must 
surely  be  green  level  stretches 
with  here  and  there  at  mid-day 
under  some  little  tree  black  cir- 
cles of  shade,  that  tempt  one  to 
vagrancy  and  an  unstrenuous 
life;  and  who  knows  but  there 
may  be  a  sun  dial  in  the  midst  of 
a  "wabe,"  as  in  the  stage  setting 
of  "Jabberwocky  ?" 

Doubtless  the  nuns  enjoy  their 
quiet  strolling  in  the  paths  and 
under  the  trees  of  the  real  gar- 
den ;  unquestionably  the  dwellers 
round  about  are  grateful  for  the 
breathing  space  and  the  glimpse 
of  sightly  green ;  but  to  my  mind 
the  best  of  that  garden  belongs 
to  those  for  whom  it  is  a  play- 
ground of  fancy,  suggestive, 
mysterious,  elusive,  sunny  and 
unvexed  by  storms,  and  to  whom 
it  gives  the  joys  without  the 
pains  of  ownership. 

E.  C.  C,  'oo. 


1903  Class  Song. 

Tune:  Entendez-vous  le  Car- 
illon de  Guerre. 

Hark  to  our  song!  We  sing  of 

.1903* 
Sing  of  the  days  that  quickly 
pass, 
Come  every  one,   and   shout  it 
lustily, 
As  standing  side  by  side  we 
cheer  our  class. 

Hark  to  our  song!    We  sing  of 

1903, 
Faithful  and  loyal  we  remain. 
As  side  by  side  we  stand, 
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Our  friends  on  either  hand, 
We    know,    though    years    may 

o'er  us  roll, 
Our  friendships  strong 
Shall  last  the  years  along, 
Though  scattered  far  from  pole 

to  pole. 

Hark  to  our  song!    We  sing  of 

1903. 
Faithful  and  loyal  we  shall  stand. 


1902  to  1903. 

Junior-Senior    Supper    Song. 
Tune. — "Twickenham  Ferry." 

I. 

A  cheer,  give  a  cheer,  when  good 

comrades  are  gathered, 
Come  fill  up  your  glasses  and 

drink  to  the  lees, 
Here's  a  health  to  the  Juniors, 

and  long  may  they  flourish, 
A  health  and  long  life  to  you 

all,  1903. 
We've  drunk  to  the  Freshmen 

and  Sophomores,  too, 
And    drunk   to   the   classes    we 

knew  before  you, 
But  the  toast  that  we  drink  with 

a  foot  on  the  table, 
Is  a  health  and  long  life  to  you 

all,  1903! 

II. 

A  cheer,  give  a  cheer,  and  stand 

up  as  you  shout  it, 
We  drink  a  long  draught,  Alma 

Mater,  to  thee; 
It's  a  bumper  at  parting  we  hold 

'neath  the  lamp-light, 
We're  parting  with  Bryn  Mawr 

and  you,  1903. 


There'll  be  many  new  places  and 

many  new  lands, 
There'll  be  many  new  faces  and 

many  new  hands, 
But  the  place  that  we'll  toast  to 

the  last  is  old  Bryn  Mawr, 
And   with   her   we'll   drink   you 

long  life,  1903. 


The  Lucky  One. 

There  is  a  nice  brown  rabbit, 
Who     lives     near     Pembroke 
West, 

He  wears  the  very  finest  fur, — 
His  manners  are  the  best. 

He  never  goes  to  English, 

Philos  or  History, 
And  yet  he  seems  to  know  as 
much 

As  either  you  or  me. 

He  gets  up  late  of  mornings 
And  early  goes  to  bed, 

He  doesn't  get  locked  out  from 
meals, 
He's  always  nicely  fed. 

I  wish  I  were  that  rabbit, 
With  not  a  thing  to  do, 

But  hunt  for  nice  green  shiny 
leaves, 
And  blades  of  grass  to  chew, 

I 
And  sleep  all  warm  out  doors  at 
night, 
And  jump  about  all  day, 
And  hear  folks  say,  "oh  cotton- 
tail, 
We  hope  you've  come  to  stay." 

G.  F.  W.,  '04. 
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Class  Pins  and  Rings, 
Society  Emblems,  Prize 
Cups,  etc. 

Highest  Workmanship  Invariably 
Designs  and  Estimates  Promptly  Fur- 
nished.   Makers  of  Bryn  Mawr  Class 
Rings 


J.  E.  Caldwell  &  Co. 


go2  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Diamond  Merchants,  Jewelers,  Silversmiths, 
Importers  of  Art  Objects 


MISS  S.  SAMUEL 

1623  CHESTNUT  STREET 


IMPORTER    OF 


French  Models,  Hats,  Bonnets 

and  Toques 

Novelties  in  Neck  Ruff 

COMPLETE  ASSORTMENT  OF  STIFF 
HATS,  TRIMMED  TAILOR  HATS, 
WALKING   HATS   AND  GOLF    HATS 


Scbreiber  &  Kerr 


* 


>€$$$«-* 


*-H 


ing,  Traveling,  Yachting, 

and  Costumes  for  all  kinds  of  Outdoor 

|   Sports  and  Pastimes    ^*  ^*  ^*  J*  «£*  «>* 


Ladies'  Tailors 


1529  g 

CHESTNUT  1 

STREET  J 

Philadelphia  | 


to 
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<? 


Kodaks 


and 

PHOTO 
SUPPLIES 


Manufacturing 
Optician 


JOS.  C.  FERGUSON,  JR. 

8-10  South  Fifteenth  St.,  Philadelphia 

Harrison  Building,  Opposite  Fifteenth  Street  Exit  of 
BroadiStreet  Station 


Blaylock  &  Blynn 

824-826  CHESTNUT  ST. 

PHILADELPHIA 


Importers,  Designers 
and  Makers  of «= 


FURS 


AND 


HATS 

-For  Young  Ladies 
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Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 

COTRELL  &  LEONARD 
472,474,476,478  Broadway,  Albany,  N.Y. 

Makers  of 

Caps,  Gowns 

and  Hoods 

To  the  American 
Colleges    and     Uni- 
versities 


Bulletins,  etc.,  upon  request 


Correspondence 
Solicited 


Fine  Stationery  and  Engraving  Hous* 
1121  Chestnut  Street 

PHILADELPHIA 

Visiting  Cards,  correct  styles  and  shapes. 
Stationery  with  Class  Seal  or  Address. 
Invitations  for  Teas  and  Receptions. 
Dainty  Menus  for  Luncheons  or  Banquets. 


GEORGE   ALLEN 

IMPORTER 

OF 

Finest  Millinery ,  Notions, 
Handkerchiefs,  Embroideries, 
Silk,  Gauze,  and 
Muslin   Underwear 

1214  Chestnut  Street 
WHITMAN'S 


are 
the 
daintiest 


Chocolates  and  Confections 

and  the 
most  delicious 

Stephen   F.  Whitman  &  Son 

13 1 6  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 


i8 


THE  FORTNIGHTLY  PHILISTINE. 


BOOICS  and...... 

Stationery 


at  Lowest  Prices. 

The  largest  stock  of  Books,  and  the  newest  and 
most  correct  styles  of  Stationery.  Engraving  of  all 
kinds  in  best  form. 

HENRY  T.  COATES  &  CO. 

1222  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 


Spectacles  ™*  Eyeglasses 

Queen  &  Co* 

-*■■- — OPTICIANS 
WiO  CHESTNUT   STREET 


Charles    W*    Leopold 

LADIES' 

TAILOR 

and  Importer 

124  North  Eleventh  St. 

Philadelphia 

/\cCIee's  G&Ileries 

1518  Chestnut  Street 


4Br 
FC§  and 


The  Bailey, 

Banks  & 

Biddle  Company 

PHILADELPHIA 

Goldsmiths 

^       Silversmiths 

and  Art  Stationers 
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127  So.  12th  St. 

Near  Walnut  St. 

Ladies' 
Hair   Dressing 

Chiropodist      Manicure 

First-Class 
Appointments 

DO  YOTJ  USE 

DOLLARD'S  HERBANIUM? 

MODERATE   PRICES 

DOLLARD    &   CO. 


W.  H.  RAMSEY- 

BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Dealer  in  Groceries,  Flour,  Feed,  etc. 
Agent  for  Sharpless  Gilt  Edge  and  Cum- 
berland Valley  Creamery  Butter 


Agent  for  Eastman  Kodak  Co.  Cameras,  Films,  etc. 
Pictures  developed  and  printed  at  short  notice 

tub  Bip  iwawi  PDannacies 

OLDEST  AND  RELIABLE 

Pure  Drugs  and  Toilet  Requisites.    All  kinds 
of  Stationery.     Prescriptions  a   Specialty. 

GOODS  DELIVERED   PROMPTLY 

CHRISTIAN  MOORE 

E^TWILSON  &  SON 

Lancaster  Avenue,  BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

Specialists   in    Fine    Shoe    Repairing    and 
Dealers  in  all  kinds  of  Shoe  Goods 

We  have  recently  opened  a  First-Class  Hand 
Laundry,  for  fine  work  only,  and  guarantee  satis- 
faction.   Special  Prices  to  Students 

PRICKITT... 

The  reliable  Apothecary  of  Rosemont  has 
been  authorized  to  furnish  the  College  Students  with 
Drugs,  etc.  All  prescriptions  are  compounded  by 
competent  graduates  only. 

Messenger  calls  at  each  hall,  at  11  a.  m.  dally. 

PHARMACY 

LANCASTER  PIKE  ROSEMONT 


FENNER'S,  Lancaster   Ave. 

CHOICE  CONFECTIONS, 
FANCY  CAKES,  FROZEN 
FRUITS,  ICES  AND  ICE 
CREAM    .-.      '.'      .-.      V 

Home-made  Jellies  and  Canned  Fruits  a  Specialty 

BRINTON  BROS. 

Fancy  and  Staple  Groceries 

Lancaster  and  Merion  Aves. 
BRYN  MAWR,  PA. 

ORDERS    DELIVERED 


M.  A.  SMITH  &  SON 

Shoe  Specialties 


Manufacturers 
of 


Particular  attention  given  to  the  production  of 
suitable,  neat  and  pretty  styles  of  Ladies'  Gymnasium 
Shoes.  Low  prices  offered  to  schools  and  colleges. 
Basket  Ball  Shoes  made  to  order.  Correspondence 
invited. 

25  and  27  Worth  I3tli  St.,  PMladelpMa 


VAN  HORN  &  SON 


121  North  Ninth  St., 
Phila.,  Pa.,  also  39 
East  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 


Costumers 


Costumes  to  Hire  for   College  Theatricals, 
Entertainments  and  Tableaux 


flvil  Printing  Company 

Printers  and  Publishers 

3943-49  market  St. 

"•PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 


The  Standard    Railroad  of  America 


THE  ROUTE  OF 


The    Pennsylvania 
Limited 


THE  MOST  PERFECT  RAILWAY 
TRAIN  OF  THIS  PROGRESSIVE 
AGE      .'.     v     .'.     V    .'.     V     .-.     V 


RUNS  DAILY  BETWEEN 

New  York,  Philadelphia,  Pittsburg, 
Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Indianapolis 
and  St.  Louis  . 

Affording  Every  Hotel  Convenience, 
and    Every   Home    Comfort 


J. 

B. 

HUTCHINSON 

J. 

R 

WOOD 

Gen.  Man 

ager 

Gen.  Pass. 

Ag't. 

GEO. 

w. 

BOYD 

Asst 

.  Gen.  Pass. 

Ag't. 

P.  N.  Degerberg 


i  43 1  Chestnut  Street 


Philadelphia 


Ladies'  Cattor 


ESTABLISHED  I860 


BROADBENT  CO. 
%£     flrtlSfS  and 

Photographers 

1415  Chestnut  Street 
Philadelphia 

Portraiture  in  plain  photography,  crayon, 
water  color  or  pastel  from  life  or  by  copy, 
landscape,  or  interior  work .  Grouping 
indoor  or  in  the  open  air.  Only  the  best 
work  at  reasonable  prices. 

Special  Rates  to  Students 


John  S.  Trower, 
Caterer  and  Confectioner, 

5706  MAIN  STREET, 

Telephone  Connection.  German  town,  Phlla. 


...THE... 

Bryn  Mawr  Trust  Co. 

-CAPITAL,    $250,000 

President,  A.  A.  HIRST 

Vice-President,  WT  H.  RAMSEY 
and^TJefsSer,    JOHN  S.TQARRIGUES 


This  Book 


•en  from 


